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He Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 
nour'd with the Preſence of a very Great 
Man, who is as diſtinguiſh'd by His Fine Un- 
derſtanding, as High Quality. The Innocence 
of it Mov'd Him to the Humanity of Ex- 
preſſing Himſelf in it's favour. *Tis his Man- 
ner to be pleas'd where He is not offended ; 
a Condeſcenſion which Delicate Spirits are 
oblig'd to for their Own Eaſe ; for they 
would have but a very ill time of it, if they 
ſuffer'd them - ſelves to be diverted with no- 
n but what could bear their Judgment. 
_ ThatElegant, and Illuſtrious Perſon, will, 
1 hope, pardon My Gratitude to the Town, 
which obliges Me to report ſo Subſtantial a 
. reaſon for their Approbation of this Play, as 
that He permitted it : But I know not in 
what words to thank my Fellow-Soldiers 
for their Warmth and Zeal in my behalf; 
nor to what to attribute their Undeſerv'd 
_ favour, except it be that tis Habitual to em 
to run to the Succour of thoſe they fee in 
Danger. & 55 - 
The Subject of the Drama tis hop'd will 
be acceptable to all Lovers of Mankind, 
ſince Ridicule is partly Levell'd at a Sett of 
People who live in Impatient hopes to ſee 
Us out of the World, a Flock of Ravens 
that attend this Numerous City for their 
Carkaſes. But indeed *tis not in the power of 
any Pen to ſpeak em better than they do them- 
ſelves; As for Example; On a Door I juſt no 
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PREFACE. 


pat by 4 Great Artiſt thus informs Us ofhis U 
_ Cures upon the Dead; 5 ce 


W. W. Known and re for his Are 01 
of Embalmiag , having perſerved the Corps Sy 


of a Gentlewoman Sweet and Entire Thir- nc 
teen Years, without Embowelling , and has F: 
reduced the Bodies of ſeveral Perſons of | ſu 
Quality to Sweetneſs in Flanders, and | bu 
Ireland, after Nine Months Putrefaction Wo 
in the Ground , and they were known by ea 
their Friends in EGS No Mas at's ſu 
meth the like. f Ar 
In 


He muſt needs be 8 in Bors with Gc 
this Life > who is not touch'd with this yoi 
Kind Invitation to be PickPd; and the No» bet 
ble Operator muſt be allow'd a very Uſe= | W 
ful Perſon for bringing old Friends toge- | wit 

ther: nor would it be nnworthy his Labour, Þ| wo 
to Give Us an Account at large, of the ſweet | har 
Converſation that aroſe, upon Meeting ſuch 
an Entire Friend as He mentions. Me 

But to be Serious ; Is there any thing, tho 
but it's being downright Fact, could make | me 

4 Rational Creature believe 'twere poſſible 133 
to arrive at this Phantaſtick Poſthumous ſee 
folly? Not at the ſame time but that twere pro 
Buffoonery rather than Satyr to Explode all | cou 
Funeral Honours ; ; but then it is Certainly | Cor 
Neceſſary to make em ſuch that the Mour- | Loc 
ners ſhould be in Earneſt, and the Lamen- Peo 
ted worthy of our Sorrow : but this Pur- | Mi 
PR is fo far from CE: ſerv'd, that it isl 
1 e 1 


PREFACE 
Utterly deſtroy'd by the Manner of Pro- 


ceeding among Us, where the Obſequies 


which are due only to the Beſt and Higheſt 


of Humane Race (to admoniſh their ſhort 
Survivors that neither Wit , nor Valour, 


nor Wiſdom nor Glory can ſuſpend our 
Fate) are proſtituted , and beſtow'd upon 
ſuch as have nothing in Common with Men, 


but their Mortality, 


But the Dead Man is not to paſs off ſo 
eaſily , for his Laſt Thoughts are alſo to 
ſuffer Diſſection; and it ſeems there is an 
Art to be learn't to Speak our own Senſe 
in other Men's words; and a Man in a 
Gown that never ſaw his Face ſhall tell 
you immediately the Deſign of the deceas'd, 
better than all his Old Acquaintance ; 
Which is ſo perfect an Hogus Pocus, that 
without you can repeat fuch and ſuch 
words, you cannot convey what is in your 
hands into another's. But far be it from 

any Man's Thoughts to ſay there are not 
Men of Strict Integrity of the Long Robe, 
tho? it is not every body's good fortune to 


meet with em. 


However the Daily legal Villanies we 
ſee committed, will alſo be eſteem'd things 
proper to be proſecuted by Satyr; nor 
could our Enſuing Legiſlative do their 
Country a more ſeaſonable office than to 
Look into the Diſtreſſes of an Unhappy 
People , who groan perhaps in as much 


| Miſery under intangled „as they could do 


3 _ under 


„ 
under Broken Laws: Nor could there he 
a Reward, High enough aſſign d for a Great 
Genius, if ſuch may be found, who has 
Capacity ſufficient to glance through the 
falſe colours that are put upon Us, and 
propoſe to the Eugliſb World, a Method 
of making Juſtice flow in an uninterrupted 
Stream. There is ſo Clear a Mind in being, 
whom we will name in Words that of all 
Men breathing can be only ſaid of Him ; 
?Tis He that is Excellent Ys 


Sex linguam Cauſis | acuit, ſeu Civica Jura 
Reſponſare parat; ſex condit amabile carmen. 


Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this 
Poor Play are indeed leſs terrible, but 
much more powerful than theſe, and they 
are the Ladies; but if there is any thing 
that argues a Sower'd Man, who lathes 
all for Lady Brumpton; we may hope there 
will be ſeen alſo a Devored Heart, that 


eſteems all for Lady Sharloze, 
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TeAture's Deſerted and Dramatich Art, 
| To Daxle now the Eye, has leftthe Heart; 
1 Cay Lights » and Dreſſes A long extended Scenes , 
id Dæmons and Angels moving in Machines , 
d i Al that can now or pleaſe or fright the Fais 
2d May be perform'd without a writer's Care, 
„ | cAndutheShillof Carpenter, not Player. 5 
11 Old Shakeſpear's Days could not thus far Advance; 
But what's his Bus lin to our Ladder Dance? 
In the mid Region a [ih Youth to ſtand, 
| With that unweildy Engine at Command ! 
2 | Gorg'd with intemp' rate Meals while here you ſit, 
Well may you take Activity for Vit. 
Fie , Let confuſion on ſuch Dulneſs ſeixe : | 
: Bluſh you're ſo Pleas d, as we that ſo we Pleaſe. 
But we ſtill kind to your inverted Sence, | 
It Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpenſe. 
For ſince You're ſtill prepoſt'rous in Delight, 
Sg | Our Author made, a full Houſe to invite, 
es [Funeral @ Comedy to night. 
e Nor does he fear that you will take the Hint, 
at Ad let the Funeral bis ownbe meant; 
No, in Old England nothing can be won 
Without 4 Faction Good or Il be done; 
To own this our Frank Author does not fear, | 
But Hopes for aprevailing Party bere, (it, © 
He knows h has num'rous Friends, yea knows they'll ſhow „ 
And for the Fellow- Soldier ſave the Poet. : Ro 
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1 GENE L< 
. Enter Cabinet „Sable, Campley. 
6 5 Cabinet, | 


Burſt into Laughter ; I can't bear to 
ſee writ over an Undertaker's Door, 
Dreſſes for the Dead, and Neceſſa- 
| ries for Funcrals; Ha, ha, ha! 

Sab. Well Gentlemen, tis very 
| " well; I know you are of the Laugh- 
ers, the Wits that take the Liberty to deride all 
things that ate Magnificent and Solemn, — 

Cam. Nay , but after all, I can't but admire 

1 A Sr ables 


——— 


2 The FONERAL: Or, 

Sable's nice diſcerning on the ſuperfluous cares of 
Mankind, that could lead him to the thought of 
raiſing an Eſtate by providing Horſes, nue 


and Furniture, for thoſe that no longer need em. 


Cab. But is it not ſtrangely contradictory, that 
Men can come to ſo open, ſo appatent an Hypo- 


criſy, as in the Face of all the World, to hire 
profeſs'd Mourners to Grieve , Lament, and Follow 
in their ſtead, their neareſt Relations; and ſuborn 
others to do by Art,: what they themſelves ſhould 
be prompted to by Nature ? | bf 

Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid : but they 
regard themſelves only in all they Act for the 
Deceas'd; and the poor Dead are deliver'd to my 


Cuſtody , to be Embalm'd , Slaſh'd, Cut, and 


Drag'd about; not to do them Honour, but to ſa- 
tisfy the Vanity or Intereſt of their Survivors. 


Campley eAſjide to Cabinet. 


This Fellow's every way an Undertaker: 


How well and luckily he talks! His prating ſo 
aptly, has methinks ſomething more Ridiculous in 
it, than if he were Abſur ec. 

Cab. But, as Mr. Campley ſays, how could you 
dream of making a Fortune from ſo Chimerical a 
Foundation, as the Proviſion of things wholy 
Needleſs and Inſignificant? 8 

Sab. Alas Gentlemen, the Value of all things 
under the Sun is merely Fantaſtick: We run, we 


ſtrive, and Purchaſe things with our Blood and 


Money, quite foreign to our Intrinſick real Hap- 
pineſs, and which have a being in Imagination 
only; as you may ſee by the pudder that is made 


denheads, and China-ware. 


about Precedence, Titles, Court Favour , Mai- Sa 


Cam. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are Objects 
5 1 5 that 


that promote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or 


ſtamp upon our Minds Pleaſure, and Self ſatis- 


faction. 5 | 
Sab. You are extremely miſtaken Sir; for one 
would wonder to conſider that after all our Outcrys 


againſt ſclf- intereſted Men, there are few, very 


few in the whole World that Live to themſelves, but 
Sacrifice their Boſom Bliſs ro Enjoy a Vain Show 
and appearance of Proſperity in the Eyes of others. 
And there is often nothing more inwardly diſtreſs'd, 


than a Young Bride in her Glittering Retinue, or 
deeply Joyful, than a Young Widow in her Weeds 


and Black Train; of both which, the Lady of this 


Houſe may be. an Inſtance; for ſhe has been the 
one, and is, I'll be {worn the other. | | 


Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt Learnedly. 

Sab. I have the deepeſt Learning, Sir, Expe- 
rience. Remember your Widow Couſin that Married 
laſt Month. | TY 

Cab. Ay, But how cou'd You imagine ſhe was 


in all that Grief a Hypocrite 2 Could all thoſe 
Shreiks , thoſe Swoonings , that Riſing falling 


Boſom be conſtrain'd? You're Uncharitable , Sable 
to believe it. What Colour, what Reaſon had 
you for it? | 


Sab. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her concerns 


with Me; for I never yet could meet with Sor- 
row ful Relict, but was her ſelf enough to make a 
bard bargain with Me: Yet I muſt confeſs they 


have frequent Interruptions of Grief & ſorrow when 


they read my Bill. But as for her, nothing ſhe 


reſolv'd that Iook'd Bright or Joyous , ſhould after 
her Love's Death approach Her. All her Servants 


that were not Coal - black muſt turn out. A fair 
Complection made her Eyes & Heart Ake, ſhe'd 
none but downright Jet: and to exceed all example 


| the hir'd my Mourning Furniture by the Year , & 
„„ i © ö 
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in caſe of my Mortality ty'd my Son to the ſame 
Article; ſo in ſix weeks time ran away with a 
Young fellow. Prethee puſh on Briskly , Mr. 
Cabinet , now is your time to have this Widow , 


for Tatileaid tells me ſhe always ſaid ſhe'd never 


Marry. he . | 
Cab. As You ſay that's Generally the moſt 

hopeful ſign. „„ | | 

Sab. I tell you Sir, 'tis an Infalliable one. 


You know thoſe profeſſions are only to in- 
troduce Diſcourſe of Matrimony and Young Fel- 


lows. | | - 
Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence, 


ev'n after all our Long Acquaintance , and the mu- 
tual Love which his Lordſhip (who indecd has 
now been ſo Kind as to leave us) has ſo long in- 


terrupted, to mention a thing of ſuch a Nature ſo 


unſeaſonably. e 
Sab. Unſeaſonably! Why I tell you tis the only 
Seaſon, granting her Sorrow unfeign'd. When 


would You ſpeak of Paſſion, but in the midſt of 


Paſſions? There's a what de' call, a Criſis. The 

Lucky minute that's ſo talk'd of, is a moment 
between Joy and Grief, which You muſt take hold 
of, and puſh your Fortune. But get you in, and 
you'll beſt read your Fate in the Reception Mrs, 


Tattleaid gives you, All ſhe ſays and all ſhe does, 


nay her very Love and Hatred are mere repetition 
of her Ladyſhip's Paſſions. I'll fay that for her, 


ſhe's a True Lady's Woman; and is her ſelf as much 


a ſecond hand thing as her Cloaths. But I muſt 


beg your pardon Gentlemen, my People are come 


' [ Exeunt Cab, and Camp, 


L = 


Enter 
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GRIEF A-LAMODE. 5 
| Enter Sable's Men. 


the name of Goodneſs have you all been? 
have you brought the Saw-duſt and Tarr for Em- 
balming? have you the Hangings and the Six- penny 


Nails, and my Lord's Coat of Arms? 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Yes Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went 
to the Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gather- 
greaſe that Dy'd laſt night; he has promis'd to 
invent one againſt to morrow. | 
Sab. Ah! Pox rake ſome of our Cits; the firſt 
thing after their Death is to take care of their Birth. 
Pox ! let Him bear a Pair of Stockings, he's the 
firſt of his Family that ever wore one. Well, come 
you that are ro be Mourners in this Houſe, put on 
your ſad Looks, and walk by Me that I may fort 
ou, Ha you! a little more upon the Diſmal ; 
forming their Countenances | this Fellow has a good 
Mortal look , place him near the Corps. That 


Wanſcot Face muſt be o'top of the Stairs; that 


Fellow almoſt in a Fright , that looks as if he 
were full of ſome ſtrange miſery , at the Entrance 
of the Hall. So——bur I'll fix you all my ſelf. 
Let's have no . now on any provocation: 
bass faces] Look Vonder, that Hale Well looking 


Puppy: You ungrateful Scoundrel ; Did not I pity 


you, take you out of a great Man's Service, ani 


ſhow you the Pleaſure of receiving Wages? Did 


not I give you Ten, then Fifteen, now Twenty 
ſhillings a Week, to be Sorrowfal ; and the more 


I give you, Irthinpk, the Gladder you are? 


A 3 5 Enter 


— — — —_— o 


6 The FUNERAL : Or, 
Enter a Boy. 


Boy. Sir, the Grave-digger of, St, Timothy's inthe 
Fields would ſpeak with you. . | 
Sab. Let him come in. 


Euter Grave: digger. | 


Grav. I carry'd home to your Houſe the Shrowd 
the Gentleman was buried 1n laſt Night ; I could 
nor get his Ring off very eaſily, Cock rats 
the Finger and all; and Sir, the Sexton gives his 
Setvice to you, and deſires to know whether 


| you'd have any Bodies remoy'd or not : if 


not, he'll let e'm lie in their Graves a week 


Sab. Give him my Service; I can't tell readil 5 


but tell him our Friend, Dr. Paſſeport with the 
Powder, has promiſed me Six or Seven Funerals 


this Week. I'II ſend to our Country- farm at 


Kenſington- Gravel-Pits , and our City houſe in War- 
vic lane for News; you ſhall know time enough, 
Hark'e , be ſure there's care taken to give my Lady 
Languiſhe's Woman a Fee , to keep out that 


Young Fellow came laſt from Oxford; He'll 


' Tuine us all, 


Eurer Goody Traſh. 


I wonder Goody Traſh you could not be more punc- 
| tual; when I told you, I wanted you and your two 


Daughters to be three Virgins to Night, to ſtand in 


White about my Lady Katherine Griſſel's Body; and 


you know you were privately to bring her home from 


Eo 
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the Man- Mid-wife's, Where ſhe Dy'd in Child- 


birth, to be Buried like a Maid: But there is no- 


thing minded. Well I have put of that till to mor- 


row: go and get your Bagg of Brickduſt and your 


Whiting. Go and ſell to the Cook-maids ; know 
who has Surfeited about Town: bring me no bad 
news, none of your Recoverys again. And you Mr. 
Blockhead, I warrant you have not call'd at Mr. 
Peſtles the Apothecary : Will that fellow never pay 


me? I ſtand Bound for all the Poiſon in that ſtar- 


ving Murderer's ſhop : He ſerves me Juſt as Dr. 
Quibus did, who promis'd to write a Treatiſe 
againſt Water-gruel, a Damn'd Healthy flop, that 
has done Me more Injury than all the Faculty. 
Look you now, you're all upon the Sneer, ler me 


have none bur downright ſtupid Countenanices. 


I've a good mind to turn you all off, and take peo- 


ple out of the Play-houſe : bur hang 'em they are 


as Ignorant of their Parts as you are of your's; they 
never Act but when they ſpeak; when the Chief 


indication of the Mind is in the Geſture, or indeed 


in caſe of Sorrow in no Geſture, except you wete 
to act a Widow, or ſo. But your's you Dolts, 
is all in Dumb ſhow; Dumb ſhow! I mean ex- 
preſſive Eloquent ſhow : as who can ſee ſuch an 
horrid Ugly Phiz as that Fellow's , and not be 
ſhock'd, offended , and kill'd of all Joy while he 


beholds it? But we muſt not Loiter — ye ſtupid 


Rogues whom J hare pick'd our of all the rubbith 


of Mankind, aud fed for your Eminent worthleſs- 


neſs, attend and know , that I ſpeak you this Mo- 


ment ſtift and Immutable - Makes mouths at em 


to all ſenſe of Noiſe, Mirth, as they paſs by him to 
or Laughter: So they are 7 bring em to a con- 


P recty well WE as? WEIL ſtant Countenance. 


8 dne 


8 The FUNERAL, ; Or, 
Enter Truſty, Lord Brumpton. 


Tru. 'T'was fondneſs Sir, and tender duty to you , 


who have been ſo Worthy and fo Juſt a Maſter 


to me, made me ſtay near you: they left me ſo, 


and There I found you wake from your Lethargick 


ſlumber ; on which I will aſſume an Authority to 
beleech you, Sir to make juſt uſe of your reviv'd Life, 


in ſeeing who are your True Friends, and know- 


ing Her who has ſo wrought upon your noble 
nature, as to make it Act againſt it ſelf in Diſin- 


heriting your Brave Son. 


Lor. Sure *tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a | 


Creature as you tell me. My mind reflects upon 
Ten Thouſand endcarments that plead unanſwera- 
bly for Her: Her chaſt reluctant Love, her eaſy 
Obſervance of all my wayward Humours, to which 
ſhe would accommodate her ſelf with fo much 
caſe, I could ſcarce obſerve it was a Virtue in her; 
ſhe hid her very Patience. | 8 
Tru. It was all Art Sir or indifference to you; 
for what I ſay is downright matter of Fact. 
Lor. Why did'ſt thou ever tell me it? or why 


not in my life-time ? for I muſt call it ſo; nor can 


J date a minute mine, after her being Falſe; all paſt 
that Moment is Death and Darkneſs : Why did'it 
thou not tell me then I ſay? ? | 


Tru. Becauſe you were too much in Love with 


Her to be inform'd; nor did I ever know a man 
that touch'd on Conjugal affairs, could ever reconcile 
the Jarring humours , bur in a common Hatred of 


the intermedler. But on this moſt extraordinary ' 


Occaſion, which ſeems pointed out by  Heav'n it 


ſelf to diſengage you from your Cruelty, and Bavith- 


ment of an Innocent Child, I muſt, Iwill Conjure 
5 5 you 


, 


GRIEF A-LA-MODE 9g 
ou to be conceal'd; aud do but contain your ſelf, in 
Leach one Diſcourſe with that Curs'd Inſtrument * 


off all her Secrets that Tattleaid , and you'll ſee what 


I tell you. You'll call me then your Guardian and 
good Genius. | 


Lor. Well you ſhall Govern me; but would I 


had Dy'd in Earneſt, e're I'd known it: my Head 
ſwims as it did when I fell into my Fit at the 
thoughts of it. How dizzy a place is this World 
You Live in! All Human Life's a mere Vertigo! 

Tru. Ay, Ay, My Lord, fine Reflections, fine 
Reflections, but that does no Buſineſs. Thus Sir, 
we'll ſtand conceal'd and hear I doubt not a much 
ſincerer Dialogue than Uſual between Virious Per- 
ſons; for a late Accident has giv'n a little Jealouſy 
which makes em over- act their Love and confi- 
dence in cach other, [QT Retire, 


Enter Widow and Tattleaid meeting and 
- running ts each other. 


Mid. Oh Tattleaid! His and: our hour is come! 


ITatt. I always ſaid by his Church-yard-Cough , ' 


you'd Bury him, but ſtill you were impatient. 

Wid. Nay, thou haſt ever been my Comfort, 
my Confident, my Friend, and my Servant; and 
now I'll reward thy Pains : for tho' I ſcorn the 


w hole Sex of Fellows, I'll give em hopes for thy 
ſake; every Frown , every Geſture, Humor, Ca- 


price and Whimſey of mine, ſhall be Gold to 
thee Girl; thou ſhalt feel all the Sweet and Wealth 


of being a Fine Rich Widow's Woman. Oh! how 


my Head runs my firſt Yearout, and jumps to all 
the Joys of Widow-hood! If Thirteen Months 


hence a Friend ſhould haul one to a Play one has 
3 mind to ſee; What Pleaſure 'twill be when my 


. Lady 
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would liſp ſome filly Requeſt, pat him on the 


10 The FUNERAL: Or, 
Lady Brumpton's Footman's call'd { who kept a place 
for that very purpoſe) to make a ſuddain Inſurrec- 
tion of Fine Wigs in the Pit, and Side-Boxes. 
Then with a pretty ſorrow in one's Face, and a 
willing Bluth for being Star'd at, one ventures to 
look round and Bow y to one of one's own Quality, 
thus | very Directiy] To a Smug Pretending 
Fellow of no Fortune, thus [as ſcarce ſeeing 
him] To one that Writes Lampoons, thus | Fearfuliy] 
To one one really Loves, thus | looking down] To 
one's Women Acquaiitance, from Box to Box, 
thus {with looks differently Familar | And when one 
has done one's part, obſerve the Actors do their's, 
bur with my mind fixt not on thoſe I look at, but 
thoſe that look at me. Then the Serenades ! The 
Lovers! . . 

Tat. Oh Madam, you make my Heart bound 
within me. I'll warrant you Madam, I'll manage 
'em all; and indeed Madam, the Men are really 
very filly Creatures , tis no ſuch hard matter — 
They Rulers ! They Governours, I warrant you 


indeed! | | | 
Wid. Ay Tattleaid , they imagine themſelves 
mighty things, but Government founded on Force 


only, is a Brutal Power. We rule them by 
their Affections, which blinds them into a belief 
that they rule us, or at leaſt are in the Government 
with us. But in this Nation our Power is Abſo- 
Jute. Thus, thus, we {way — {Playing her Fan] 
A Fan is both the Standard, and the Flag of 
England. J Laugh to ſee the Men go out Errands, 
Strur in Great Offices, Live in Cates, Hazards 


and Scandals, to come home, and be Fools to Us 


in Brags of their Diſpatches , Negotiations , and 


their Wiſdoms ; as my good Dear Deceas'd us'd 


to Enterrain me; which I to releive my ſelf from , 


Face 


Beauty. 
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Face: He ſhakes | his Head' at my pretty Folly , 


Calls me Simpleton ; Gives me a jewel, then 


goes to Bed ſo Wile , fo Satisfyed and ſo De- 
ceiv'd ! i 
Tat. But I proteſt Madam, I've always won- 
der'd how you could accomplith my Young Lord's 
being deſinherited. 5 OE 

Wid. Why Tatty , you muſt know my Late 
Lord , how prettily that ſounds, my Late Lord! 
But I fay my Late Lord Frible was all generoſity, 
1 preſs'd Him there ; and whenever you by my 


order, had told him Stories to my Son in Law's 


Diſadvantage , in his Rage and Reſentment, I 


(whole intereſt lay otherwiſe) always fell on my 


knees to 1mplore his Pardon, and with Tears, 
Sighs, and Importunities for Him prevail'd againſt 
Him. Beſides this You know I had when I pleas'd 
Firs. Fits are a mighty help in the Government of 


a Good natur'd Man; but to an I'll Natur'd Fellow 


have a Care of 'em : He'll hate you for Natu- 
ral Infirmities , will remember your Face in 
it's Diſtortion , and nor value your return of 
Tat. Oh rare Madam ! Your Ladiſhip's a Great 
Head-peice, But now Dear Madam, is the hard 
Task, if I may take the Liberty to ſay it: to 
Enjoy all Freedoms, and ſeem to Abſtain ; to ma- 
nage the number of Pretenders, and keep the diſ- 
oblig'd from prating. OO 
Mid. Never fear Tattleaid, while you have Ri- 
ches if you affront one to Abuſe , you can give 
hopes to another to defend you : theſe Maxims I 
have been laying up all my Husband's Life-time ; 


for we muſt provide againſt Calamities. 


Tat. But now Madam, a Fine Young Gentleman 
with a Red Coat that Dances | 
Mid. You may be po the happy man (if it b 


in 
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in Fate that there is a Happy man to make me 
an Unhappy Woman ) ſhall not be an Old one 
again. Age and Youth Married, is the Cruelty in 
Dryden's Virgil, where Mexentius tyes the Dead 
and living together: I'm ſure I was ty'd to a Dead 
Man many a long Day before I durſt Bury Him. 
Bur the Day is now my own. Yet now I 
think on't Tattleaid, be ſure to keep an Obſtinate 
Shyneſs to all our old Acquaintance, Let em talk 
of Favours if they pleaſe ; if we grant em ſtill, 
they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we Diſcard 'em, the 
Chaſt and Innocent will not believe we could 
have Confidence to do it, were it ſo , and 
the Wile if they believe it, will applaud our 
Prudence. | | 
Tatt. Ay Madam - believe Madam —— I ſpeak 
Madam, 75 my Humble Sence — Mr. Cabinet 
would Marry you . 

Wid. Marry me ! No Tattleaid, He that is ſo 
mean as to Marry a Woman after an affair with 
her, will be ſo baſe as to Upbraid that ver 
Weakneſs : He that Marries his Wench. will Ufe 
her like his Wench. Such a pair muſt ſure live in a 
Secret Mutual Scorn of each other; and Wedlock 
is Hell, if at leaſt one fide does not Love, as it 


would be Heav'n if both did; and I believe it ſo 


much Heav'n as to think it was never Enjoy'd in 
this World. ” 5 


Enter a Woman. 


Wom. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid PARTY 


Ex. Tatt. | 


Wid. Go to him. Bleſs me how carele Sand open 
have I been to this Subile Creature in the caſe of 
Cabinet ; ſhe's Certainly in his Intereſt. We Peo- 


ple 


tt. 

en 
of 
9] — 
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le of condition are never Guarded cnough againft 
thoſe about us. They watch when our Minds boil 
over with Joy or Greif to come in upon us. How 
Miſerable tis to have One one hates always about 
one, and when One can't endure one's own Re- 
flection upon ſome Actions, who can bear the 
thoughts of another upon em? But ſhe has me by 
Deep Deep Secrets. The [talians they ſay can rea- 
dily Remove the too much intruſted Oh their 
pretty ſcented Gloves | This Wench I know has 
lay'd me Falſe, and Horn'd me in my Gallants : 
Oh Italy I could reſign all my Female Engliſh Li- 
berty to thee , for thy much Dearer Female Plea- 
ſure Revenge! Well, what's the matter Dear 
Tatty? 


Enter Tattleaid. 


Tatt. The matter Madam, why Madam, Coun- 
cellor Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladiſhip 
about the Will, and rhe Conveyance of the Eſtate ; 
there muſt it ſeems be no time loſt for fear of 
things. Fic , Fie, Madam you a Widow theſe 
Three hours, and not look'd on a Parchment © 
yet; Oh Impious to neglect the Will of the Dead! 

Wid, As you ſay indeed there is no Will of a2 


Husband ſo willingly Obey'd as his Laſt. But I 


muſt go in, and receive Him in my Formalities ; 


leaning on a Couch, as neceſſary a Poſture as his going 


behind his Desk when he ſpeaks to a Client. But 
do you bring him in hither till I'm ready, | 
Tat. Mr. Councelour , Mr. Councclour ! calling. 
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ö 5 Euter Puzzle and Clerk. 85 


bi. Servant Good Madam Tattleaid ; my An. 


cient Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded. 
Tat. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies 
in Dumb Grief on the Couch within, thar you 
were here, but ſhe regarded me not. However ſince 
you ſay tis of ſuch Moment, I'll venture to intro- 
_ duce you; pleaſe but to repoſe here a little while! 


ſtep in; For methinks I would a little prepare her. 


+ Ex# tei. 
Paz. Alas! Alas! Poor Tay! © 
Damn'd Hypocrites! Well this Noble's Death is a 
little ſudden ; Therefore pray let me recollect. 
Open the Bagg good Tom; now Tom, thou art my 
Nephew , my Dear Siſter Kate's only Son, and my 

Heir, therefore I will conceal from Thee on no oc- 
caſion, any thing; For I would enter. Thee into 
Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible. Know then Child 
that the Lord of this Houſe was one of your Men 
of Honour and Senſe, who loſe the latter in the 
former, and are apt to take all men to be like 
themſelves. Now this Gentleman intirely truſted 
me, and.I made the only uſe a man of Buſineſs can 


of a Truſt, I cheated Him: for I imperceptibly, 


before his Face made his whole Eſtate liable ro a 


Hundred per Ann. for my ſelf, for good Services 
c. As for Legacies they are good or not, as 1 


_ pleaſe. For let me tell you, a man muſt take Pen, 

Ink and Paper, ſit down by an Old Fellow, and 
pretend to take directions; but a True Lawyer never 
makes any man's Will but his own; and as the 
Prieſt of Old among us got near the Dying Man, 


and gave all to the Church, fo now the Lawyer 


gives all to the Law. 


Clerk, Ay Sir, but Prieſts then Cheated the Na- 


non 
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tion by doing their Offices in an unknown Language. 


Pux. True, but Our's 13 a way much ſurer, for 
we Cheat in no Language at all, but Loll in our 


own Coaches, Eloquent in Gibberiſh, and Learned 
in Juggle. Pull out the Parchment, there's the 


Deed ; I made it as long as I could. Well 1 
hope to ſee the Day, when the Indenture ſhall be 
the exact meaſure of the Land that paſſes by it; 
For 'tis a Diſcouragement to the Gown , that 


every Ignorant Rogue of an Heir ſhould in a word 
or two undeiſtand his Father's meaning, and hold 
Ten Acres of Land, by half an Acre of Parchment. 


Nay Ihope to ſee the time when that whetin there 
is indeed ſome Progreſs made, ſhall be wholly ef- 
feed; and by the improvement of the noble Art 
of Tautology every Inn in Holborn an Inn's of Court. 
Let others Think of Logick Rhetorick and I know 
not what impertinence , but mind thou Tautology. 
Whar's the firſt Excellence in a Lawyer? Tautology. 


What the ſecond 2 Tautology. What the third? Tau- 
tology ; as an old Pleader ſaid of Action. But Turn 


to the Deed; | Pulls ont an immeaſurable Parchment 
For the Will is of no force if I pleaſe, for he was 


not capable of making one after the former, as I ma- 
nag'd it; upon which account I now wait on my La- 


dy. By the way do you Know the True meaning 
of the word a Deed? 

Cle. Ay, Sir, a Deed is as if a man ſhould fay 
the Deed. 1 — 
Pux. Right: Tis emphatically ſo call'd , becauſe 
after it all Deeds and Actions ate of no effect; and you 
have nothing to do but hang ydur ſelf, the only 
obliging thing you can then do. But Iwas telling you 
the Uſe of Tautology , Read toward the Middle of 
that / Inſtrument. „ 


Clerk, reads] I the ſaid Earl of Brumpton, 


Do give, Beſtow, Grant and Bequeath oper and 


abo- 
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over and above the ſaid Premiſes, all the ſite and 
Capital Meſſuage call'd by the name of Oatham, 
and all Outhouſes, Barns , Stables and other Adifi- 
ces, and Buildings, Yards , Orchards , Gardens, 
Feilds, Arbors , Trees, Lands, Earths, Medows» 
Greens, Paſtors , Feedings, Woods, Underwoods, 
Ways, Waters, Watercourſes, Fiſhings, Ponds » 
Pools, Commons, Common of Paſture, Paths, 
| Heath-Thickets , Profits Commodities, and Emo- 
luments, with their, and every of their Appurtenan- 
ces whatſoever, to the ſaid (C puzzle nods and ſnears as 
Capital Meſſuage, and ſite ) rhe Synonimous words are 
belonging or in any wiſeap- . } repeating, whom L. B. 
pertaining , or with the ſa- ( /cornfully mimiels. 
me heretofore uſed, occupied, or enjoy d, accep- 
ted, executed, known , or taken as part, parcel, 
or member of the ſame, containing in the whole, 
by Eſtimation four Hundred Acres of the large 
Meaſure, or thercabouts , be the ſame more or 
leſs, all and ſingular, which the ſaid fire Capital 
Meſſuage, and other the Premiſſes with their, and 
ey of their Appurtenances are fituate, lying and 
| Par. Hold hold good Tom ; you do come on 
indeed in Buſineſs, 5 don't uſe ycur Noſe enough 
in Reading: Why you're quite out, you Read to be 
. Underſtood ; let me ſee it. I the ſaid Earl — [Reads 
in a Ridicoulous Lau- Tone, till out of breath] Now 
again ſuppoſe this were to be in Latin. Making, 
Latin, is only making it no Engliſh—Epo Predict, 
Comes de Brumpton, Totas meas Barnos , OQuthonſas , 
er Stabulas, Yardos. [Runs into Latin Terminations 
But there needs no further peruſal , I now Recollect 
the whole. My Lord, by this Inſtrument, Diſin- 
herits his Son utterly , Gives all to my Lady , and 
, moreover, Grants the Wards of two Fortune- Wards 


to her; Id eſt, to be Sold by her; which is the hr | 
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of my Buſineſs to her Ladyſhip ; who methinks a 
little overdoes the affair of Grief , in letting me 
wait thus long on ſuch Welcome Articles. Bur 
here 185 | | | 


Euter Tatt. Wiping her Eyes. 

Tatt. I have in vain done all I can to make het 
regard me Pray Mr. Puzxle,you're a Man of Senſe, 
come in your ſelf, and {peak Reaſon, to bring her to 
ſome Conſideration of her ſelf, if poſſible. 
Pux. Tom , I'll come down to the Hall to you. 
Dear Madam, lead on. s 

lIlk!x. Clerk one way, Puz. Tat. another. 
Ld. B. and Tru. Advance from their con- 
cealment, after a long Pauſe and 
ſtaring at each other. . 


Id. B. Truſty , on thy Sincerity , on thy Fidelity 
to me thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, 
anſwer me directly to One Queſtion: Am I really 
Alive? Am I that Identical, that Numerical, that 
very ſame Lord Brumpton, that — + 

Tru. That very Lord that very Lord Brumpton,the 
very Generous Honeſt and Good Lord Brumpton , 
who ſpent his ſtrong and riper Years, with Ho- 
nor and Reputation, but in bis Age. of Decay de- 
clin'd from Virtue. Alſo that very Lord Brumpton 
who Buried a Fine Lady, who brought him a Fine 
Son, who is a Fine Gentleman; but in his Age 
that very Man unſeaſonably n with Youth _ 
and Beauty, Married a very Fine Young Lady, 
who has diſhonour'd his Bed, deiner his Brave 
Son, and Dances o're his Grave. „ 

Id. B. Oh! that Damn'd Tautologiſt too, That 

e 8 B Due 


\ 
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Fux le and his Irrevocable Deed I Pauſng! Well ! 
know I do not really live, but wander o're the 
place, where once I hada Ticafuze, Fil haunt her 
Truſly , Gaze in that Falſe Beauteons Face, till the 
looks Pale, nay till ſhe Bluſhes—— - 

Tru. Ay Ay My Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt very 
much; There's Fleſh , and Blood in that Expreſſion, 
that Falſe beauteous Face! eg 
I. B. Then ſince you ſee my Weakneſs , be a 

Friend, and Arm me with all your Cate, and all 

our Reaſen. „ 

Tr. If you'll condeſcend ro let me direct you, 
you ſhall cut off this rotten Limb your Falſe Diſ- 
loyal Wife, and ſave your Noble Parts, your 
Son, your Family, your Honour. | | 


| Short is the Date in which Il Acts prevail , 
But Honeſty's a Rock can never fail. 


6 
Enter Lord Hardy, Solus 
Lo Hardy, 


ov indeed, I am Utterly Undone; but to 
Nexpect an Evil ſoftens the weight of it when 


it happens, and pain no more than pleaſure is in 


reality ſo great as in expectation. But what will 
become of me? How ſhall 1 keep my Self ev'n 


above wordly want? Shall I live at Home a ſtiff, 


Melancholy, Poor man of Quality? Grow uncaſy 


[Exeunt 


erb 
titlec 


ha! 


hr — — 9 


„% 


GRIEF A- LA O DE. 19 - 


to my Acquaintance as well as my ſelf, by Fancying 
Im ſlighted where Lam not; with all the Thouſand 
particularities, whieh attend thoſe whom low For- 
tune, and high Spirit make Male-contents? No! 

we've 2 Brave Prince on the Throne, whoſe Com- 
miſſion I bear, and a Glorious War in an Honeſt 
Cauſe , Approaching : [ Clapping his Hand on his Sword] 
in which this ſhall Cut Bread for me; and may 
perhaps Equal that Eſtace to which my Bitth En- 
titled me. But what to do in preſent Preſſures —= 
Er o | [Calling. 


5 Enter Trim. 


Tr. My Lord. 1 85 | 

L. H. How do the Poor Rogues, that are to re- 
cruit my Company? | | 

Tri. Do Sir, they've Eat you to your laſt Guinea, 
I. H. Were you at the Agent's ? | 7 

Fire ns | 

L.H. Well, and how? 1 

Tr. Why Sir for your Arrears, You may have 
Elever Shillings in the Pound; but he'll not Touch 
your Growing Subſiſtence, under Three Shillings in 
the Pound Intereſt : beſides which Yon mult let his 
Clerk Fonathan Item, Swear the Peace againſt you 
to keep you from Duelling , or inſure your life, 
which you may do for Eight per cent. On theſe 
terms He'll Oblige you; which he would not do 
for any Body elſe in the Regiment, bur he has a 
Friendſhip for You. | | 

L. H. Oh, I'm his Humble Servant: But he muſt 
have his own terms, we can't Starve, nor muſt 
my Fellows want. But methinks this is a Calm 


|| Mid-night, I've heard no Duns to-Day. 


Tr. Duns, My Lord! Why now Your Father's 


dead and they can't Arreſt you , I ſhall grow 2 
TEE „„ little 


20 The FUNERAL: Or, 
little leſs upon the Smooth with em than J have 
been : Why Friend, _ I, how often muſt I tell 
you my Lord is not ſtirring : His Lordſhip hag 
not Slept well, you muſt come ſome other time, 
-* Your Lordſhip will ſend for him when you are at 
| Leiſure to look upon Money affairs: or if they 
are ſo Sawcy, ſo Impertinent as to preſs to a man 
of your Quality, for their own, there are Canes, 
there's Bridewel, there's the Stocks for your Ordi- 
nary Tradeſmen. But to a Haughty Thriving , 
Covent-Garden Mercer , Silk or Lace-man , Your 
Lordſhip gives your moſt Humble Service to Him, 
hopes his Wife's well; you have Letters to Write, 
or you'd ſee him your ſelf; but you deſire he 
would be with you Punctually ſuch a Day, 
that's to ſay , the Day after you are gone out of 
Town. . . 
JL. H. Go Sirrah , you're Scurrilous ; I won't 
believe there are ſuch Men of Quality. D'ye hear, 
give my Service this Afternoon ro Mr. ron the 
Agent, and tell him I am oblig'd to him for his 
readineſs to Serve me, for I'm reſoly'd to pay my 
Debts forthwith, . | | 


A Voice without. 


I dont know whether he's within or not: Mr, 
_ Trim is my Lord Within? oY | 


I. H. Trim, ſee who it is; I an't within you know. 


Trim without. 


5 ves Sir, my Lord's above, Pray Walk up. 
L. H. Who can it be, he owns me to? 


Enter 


I. 


V. 


t'other Siſter. 
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Enter Camply and Trim. | 


Dear Tom Camply , this is kind; You are an Ex- 


traordinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden acceſ- 
ſion of a Noble Fortune, can be ſtill Your (elf, 
and Viſit your leſs happy Friends. | ; 
Cam. No You are, my Lord, the Extraordi- 
nary Man, who on the loſs of an almoſt Princely 
Fortune, can be Maſter of a Temper , that makes 
you the envy rather than Pity of your more Fortu- 
nate, not more happy Friends. 3 | 
L. H. Oh Sir, your Servant But let me Gaze _ 
on thee a little; Ihan't ſeen thee ſince I came home 
into England - moſt Exactly, Negligently , Gentel- 
ly Dreſsd ! I know there's more than Ordinary in 
this, ¶ beating Campley's Breaſt] Come, Contels , 
who thares with me here; I muſt have her Real 
and Poetical Name Come, She's in Sonnet Cyn- 
thia, In Proſe Miſtreſs —  '  - 
Cam. One you little Dream of, tho' ſhe is in a 
manner of your placing there. i 
L. H. My placing there? 


Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine things you've 


faid to me in the Camp, of my Lady Sharlot, 


your Father's Ward, ran in my Head ſo very 


much, that J made it my Buſineſs to become 
Acquainted in that Family; which I did by Mr. 


Cabinet's means, and am now in Love, in the 


o 


ſame place with your Lordſhip. Co 
I. H. How, in Love in the ſame place with 
me, Mr. Campley ? _ | . 
Cam. Ay, my Lord, wich r'other Siſter, with 
I. H. What a Dunce was I not to know which, with - 
out your Naming her? Why thou art the only Man 
. B 3 breathing 
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breathing fit to deal with her But my Lady Sharlot, 
there's a Woman — So caſily Vertuous! So agree- 
ably ſevere! Her Motion ſo Unaffected, yet fo 
Compos'd! Her Lips breath nothing but Truth, 
Good Senſe, and Flowing Wit. 
Cam. Lady Harriot | there's the Woman; ſuch 
Life, ſuch Spirit, ſuch warmth in her Eyes; 
Such a Lively Commanding Air in her Glances; ſo 
Spritely a Mein, that carries in it the Triumph of 
Conſcious Beauty; her Lips are made up of Gum, 
and Balm; There's ſomething in that Dear Girl 
that fires my Blood above above above 
JL. H. Above what? _ | 
Cam. A Granadicr's, March. 1 
L. H. A (oft Simile I muſt confeſs, But oh tbat 
Sharlot ! to recline this Aching Head, full of Care 
on that Tender Suowy— Faithful Bofom 1 + 
Cam. Oh that Harriot 2 to fold theſe Arms about 
the Walt of that Beauteous Strugling=—and at laſt 
_ Yeilding Fair! | | Tar 


L. H. Ay Tom; but methinks your Head runs | 


too much on the Wedding-Night only, to make 
your Happineſs laſting ; mine 1s fixt on the Mar- 
ried State: I expect my Felicity from Lady Sharlor, 
in her Friendſhip, her Conſtancy , her Piery, her 
Houſhold cares, her Maternal Tenderneſs; You 
think not of any Excellence of your Miſtreſs , that 
is more than Skin deep. _ FO, 

Cam. When I know her further than Skin-deep , 
Fl cell you more of my miod. . : 

I. H. Oh fie Tom, how can you talk fo lightly 
of a Woman you Love with Honour? But tell me, 
I wonder how you make your Approaches, in Be- 
_ ſeigivg ſuch a ſort of Creature ; . ſhe that Loves 


Aqddreſſes, Gallantry, Fiddles ? That Reigns and 


Delights in a Crowd of Admiters ? If 1 know her, 


the's oue of thoſe you may caſily hare a general 
W 8 N Acquain- 


Acquaintance with, bur hard to make Particular. 


Cam. You underſtand her very well. You muſt 


know I put her out of all her Play, by carrying : 


it in a Humorous manner: I took care in all my 
Actions, before I difcover'd the Lover, that ſhe 
ſhould in general have a good Opinion of me; 


and have ever ſince bchav'd my ſelf wich all the 


good Humour, and eaſe I was able; ſo that ſhe is 
now extremely at a loſs, how: to throw me from 
the Familiarity of an Acquaintance, into the di- 
ſtance of a Lover. But I Laugh her out of it; & 
when ſhe begins to Frown , and look Gtave at my 


Mirth, I Mimick her till ſhe burſts out a Laughing. 


L. Hard. That's ridiculous enough. 


Cam. By Cabinet's Intereſt over my Lady Brump- 
ton, and with Gold and Flattery to Mrs. Fardin- 


gale, an Old Maid her Ladyſhip bas plac d about the 


Young Ladies, I have eaſy acceſs at all times; and 


am this very day to be admitted by her into their 
Apartment. Ihave found, you muſt know, that ſhe 


is my Relation. 


I. HF. Her Lad has choſe an odd Compa- 
nion for young Lahe LE CY. TO mae 
Cam. Oh my Lady's a Politician: the told Tur- 
tleaid one day, that an Old Maid was the beſt 
Guard for Young ones; for they , like Eanuchs in 
a Seraglio , are Vigilant, out of Envy of Emjoy- 


ments they cannot themſelves arrive ar. Bur as I 


was ſaying, I've ſent my Couſin Fardingale a Song, 
which ſhe and I are to practiſe to the Spinet; The 
Young Ladies will be by, and Iam to be left a- 
lone with Lady Harriot; then I deſign to make 
7 grand Attack; and to day, Win or Loſe her. 
I know Sir, this is an opportunity you want, If 
you'll meet me at Tom's, have a Letter ready, III 


my ſelf deliver it to your Miſtreſs , conduct you 


imo the Houſe , and tell her you are there, and 
EY -B 4 tind 


—— 


' 
4 
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find means to place you together. You muſt Marth 
under my Command to day, as I have many a 


one under your's. 


I. H. But Faith Tom I ſhall not behave: my ſelf 


with half the Reſolution you have under mine; for 
to confeſs my Weakneſs , tho' I know ſhe Loves 
me, tho' 1 know ſhe is as Stedfaſtly mine, as her 
Heart can make her, I know not how, I have fo 
ſublime an Idea of her high Value, and ſuch a 


melting Tenderneſs diſſolves my whole Frame, 


when I am near her, that my Tongue Faulters, 
my Nerves Shake, and my Heart fo alternately 
Sinks and Riſes , that my premeditated Reſolves 


vaniſh into Confuſion, Down-caſt Eyes, and Bro- 


ken-utrerance, 


Cam. Ha! ha! ha! this in a Campaigner too ! 


Why, my Lord , that's the condition Herriot 
would have me in; and then ſhe thinks ſhe could 
have me: bur I that know her better than ſhe does 


her ſelf, know ſhe'd inſult me, and lead me a 
Two years Dance con and perhaps in the end 


turn me into the Her 


not Uſe you ill for your High Value. 


L. H. But Tom J muſt {ce your Song, you've 
ſent your Couſin Fardingale, as you call he. 


Cam. This is Lucky enough. _ 
No hang it, my Lord, a Man ma 


kes ſo 


r 
L 


of the many Neglected Men 
of better Senſe, who have been Ridiculous for her 
fake. But I ſhall make her no ſuch Sacrifice. Tis 
well my Lady Shariot's a Woman of ſo Solid an 
Underſtanding ; I don't know another that wou 


aſide. 
Silly a 
Figure when his Verſes are reading. Trim, Thou 
haſt not left of thy Loving and thy Rhiming: 


Trim's. a Critick; I remember him a Serviture at 


Oxon. . [gives @ Paper to Trim] I give my ſelf into 
his hands, becauſe you ſhan't ſee em till I'm 
gone. My Lord your Servant, you ſhan't ſtirr. 


Id 


Cam. Vou will be Obey d. 5 Exeunt. Ld. Har 
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I. E. Nor you neither then. [ 2 
| | Waits on him down, 
Tr. What's in this Song? Ha: don't my Eyes 
deceive me: — a Bill of Three Hundred pounds! 
Mr nh; TG 

Pf Pay ta Mr. William Trim, or Bearer, 
the Summ of Three Hundred Pounds , and 
place it to the Account of, „ 
| Og . | 
| Your Humble Servant, ; | 

| EE Thomas Campley. 
[Pulling of his Hat and Bowing. J Your very Humble 
Servant Good Mr. Campley. Ay, this is Poetry , 
this is a Song indeed! Faith I'll Set it, and Sing 
it my ſelf—Pray Pay to Mr. William Trim ſo far in 
recitativo— Three Hundred, ¶ ſinging ridiculouſly] Hun 


= dred Hundred Hundred thrice repeated, becauſe 


tis Three Hundred Pounds; I love repetitions in Mu- 
ſick when there's a good reaſon for it. Pounds af- 
ter the Italian Manner. If they d bring me ſuch Senſible 
words as theſe, I'd Out- ſtrip all your Compoſers, 
for the Muſick Prize. This was honeſtly done of 
Mr. Campley. Tho' I have carry'd Him many a 
Purſe from my Maſter, when He was Euſigu to 


our Company in F. landers. 19 


Enter Lord Hardy. 


I My Lord, Iam your Lordſhip's Humble Servant. 


L. H. Sir your Humble Servant. But pray 
my Good Familiar Friend, How come You to 
be ſo very much my Humble Servant, all of a 
Sr” EE = oe 

195 | ; B 5 Trim. 
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neas Chink in every Line. 


[Y 


not your Humble-Servant. 
L. H. No. | | 


Trim. Ubeg pardon » Dear Sir, My Lord, I an 


Tim. Yes my Lord T am , but not as you mean 
but I am I am My Lord—in ſhort I'm over. 


joy'd. 55 8 
L. H. Overjoy'd ! Thour't Diſtracted hat 


Ails the Fellow? Where's Camply's Song? 


Trim. Oh, my Lord, one would not think twas 


in him; Mr. Camply's really a very Great Poet. 


as for the Song, tis only as they all end in Rhime 
—Ow—Woc—lſſſes—Kifles—Boy — Joy — But my 


Lord, The other in Long Heroick Blank Verſe. 


Reading it with a great Tone. 


Pray Pay to Mr. William Trim, or Order, the 
Summ of— How ſweetly it runs! — Pactolian Gui- 
[ Ld. H. tales the Bull, 
L. H. How very handſomely this was done in 


. Campley? I wonder'd indeed he was ſo willing to 
ſhew his Verſes. In how careleſs a manner that 


Fellow does the Greateſt Actions 
Tri. My Lord, Pray my Lord, ſhan't I go Im- 


mediately ro Cutpurſe s. 


I. H. No Sirrah, now we've no occaſion for it. 


Tr. No my Lord, only to Stare him full in the 
Face after I've receiv'd this Money; not lay. a 


word, bur keep my Hat on, and walk out. Or 


perhaps not hear, if any I meet with ſpeak to me, 


but grow stiff, Deaf, and Shortſighted to all my 
old Acquaintance, like a Sudden Rich Man as I am. 


Or perhaps, My Lord, deſire Cutpurſe's Clerk to 
let me leave Fifty Pounds at their Houſe, Payable 
to Mr. Willam Trim, or Order, till I come that 
way, or a Month or two hence, may have occaſi- 

| B | on 
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on for it; I don't know what Bills may be drawn 
upon me: Then when the Clerk begins 10 Stare 
at me Till he pulls che Great Goolſe-quill from 
behind His Ear, { Pulls aut 4 Handful of Fartbugs | 
J fall a reckoning, the Peices as Ido theſe Farthings. 
I. H. WellSnsah, yon may bave your Humour; 
but be ſure you take Fourſoore pounds, and pay 
My Debts immediately. H you Meer any Officer 
you ever ſee me in Company with , that looks 
Grave at Qutpurſe s houſe , tell him I'd (peak with 
him: We muſt help our Friends. But learn mo- 
deration, You Rogue, in your Good-Fortune. Be 
at home all the Evening after , while I wait at 


| Tom's to meet Compley , in order to ice Lady Sharlot. 


My. Goodar Wii her Ale in found , 
And in that thought all other cures are Droꝛun d. 


| : | Exit. 
Enter Sable : Lord Brumpton Truſty. 


Sab. Why my Lord, you can't in Conſcience 
put me off ſo; I muſt do according to my Orders, 
Cut you up, and Embalm you, except you'll come 
down a little deeper than you Talk of: you don't 
conſider the Charges 1 have been at already. 
I. B. Charges! for what? T 


* | ” 


Sab. Firſt Twenty Guineas to my Lady's Woman 


for notice of your Death (a Fee I've, before now, 


known the Widow her ſelf go halfs in, but no 
matter for that) In the next place Ten Pounds for 
watching you all your Long fit of Sickneſs laſt 
Winter. | : es 
L. B. Watching me! Why I had none but my 
own Servants , by Turns. TT | 
Sab. 1 mean, attending to give notice of your 
Death; 


%. 
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Death: I had all your long fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter: 


at Half a Crown a day , a Fellow waiting at your 
Gate, to bring me Intelligence; but you Unfortu- 


nately recover d, and I Loſt all my Obliging pains 


for your Service. . 
JL. B. Ha! ha! ha! Sable Thou art a very Im- 
pudent Fellow; Half a Crown a Day to attend m 
Deceaſe, and doſt thou reckon it to Me? 
Sab. Look you Gentlemen, don't ſtand Staring 
at me; I have a Book at home which I call my 
Dooms-day-Book , Where I have every man of 
Quality's Age and Diſtemper in Town, and 
know when you ſhould Drop. Nay my Lord if 
you had Reflected upon your Mortality half fo 
much as Poor I have for you, you would not de- 
fire to return to Life thus. In ſhort I cannot 
keep this a Secret, under the whole Money I am 
to have for Burying You. | | 
I. B. Truſty it you think it ſafe in you to Obey 
my Orders, after the Deed Puxxle told his Clerk 
of, Pay it Him. F 
Tru. I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
Pocket, rather than be without the Satisfaction of 
ſeeing you Witneſs to it. „ 
IL. B. I heartily Believe thee, Dear Truſty. 


Sab. Then my Lord the Secret of your being 


Alive, is now ſafe with me. 1 
Tru. I'II Warrant I'll be reveng'd of this Un- 
conſcionable Dog. 33 
My Lord you muſt to your Cloſet; I fear ſome 
Body's coming. _ [Exit Sable one way , L. and 
—__ Ns Truſty another. 85 


Scene 


p 
talki 


Scene Draws and Diſcovers Lady Sharlot, 


Readin at aTable, Lady Harriot playing 
at a laſs 70 and fro „ an PF Viewing e 


ſelf. 


L. H. Nay, good Sage Siſter, you may as well 


talk to | Looking at ber ſelf as ſhe ſpeaks me, as fir 


Staring at a Book which I know you can't atrend. 


Good Dr. Lucas may have writ there what he 
pleaſes, but there's no parting Francis Lord Hardy, 


now Earl of Brumpton out of your Head, or ma- 
king him abſent from your Eyes; do but look at 
me now , and Deny it if you can. | 5 

IL. Sh. You are the Maddeſt Girleww [| Smiling. 


J. H. Look'e now, I knew you could not ſay it 


and forbear Laughing. [| Looking. over Sharlot] Oh 


I ſce his Name as plain as you do—F—r—a—n 


Fran, c—i—s cis, Francis, Tis in Every line of 

the Book... +; : N 5 
L. Sh. [Ring] Tis in Vain I ſee to mind any 

thing in 

ing 'rwete as you ſay , as to my Lord Hardy; Tis 


more excuſeable to admire another than One's 


L. H. No,; I think not — Ves 1 Grant you, than | 
really to be vain at One's perſon, But I don't ad- 


mire ay ſelf — Piſh! I don't believe my Eyes have 
that Softneſs ¶ Looking in the Glaſs. |' They A' n't 
ſo peircing: No tis only a Stuff the Men will be 


talking. Some People are ſuch admirers of Teeth 
Lord what ſignifies Teeth? | ſhowing her Teeth.] 


A very Blackamore has as White Teeth as I. No 
Siſter, I Don't admire my ſelf, but I've a Spirit 


of Contradiction in me: I don't know, I'm in Lov 


ES 


with my ſelf, only to Rival the Men. 


. KY 
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uch Impertinent Company; — But Grant- 


| 
| 


e — — ———T 


at that Rare. 


* 


1 1 
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L. Sb. Ay, but Mr. Campley! will you gain 
Ground ev'n of that Rival, yonr Dear ſelf? 
L. Ha. Ha ! what have 1 done to you, that you 


ſhould name that Inſolent intruder ? A Confident 


Opinionative Fop. No indeed; If I be, as a Poetica 
Lover of mine Sigh'd and Sung, of both Sexes 


The Pablick Envy, and the Publick Care. 


— I ſhan't be ſo eaſily Catch'd, I thank him. J want 
but to be ſure, I thou'd Heartily Torment Him, 


by Baniſhang him; and then confider whether he 


ſhould Depart this Life, or not. 


I. Sh. Indeed Siſter to be Serious with you, this 
Vanity in your Humour does not all become you. 
I. Ha. Vanity! all the Matter is we Gay People 
are more S:ncere than you wiſe Folks: All your 
Life's an Art. Speak your Soul. Look you there, 


Secret Pleafwre, when you view that Bloom in your 


Looks, that Harmony in your Shape, that Promp- 


titude of yoor Mein: 


Fault, and take Pains to Correct it. | 
I. Ha. Pſhaw! Pſhaw ! talk this Muſty Tale to 
Old Mrs. Fardingale ; tis too ſoon for me to think 


L. SH. They that think it too ſoch to Underſtand 


themſelves, will very ſoon find it too Late. But tell 


me honeſtly, don't you like Campley? 
I. Ha. The Fellow is not to be Abhotr'd, if 


the Forward thing did not think of Getting me ſo 


eaſily. Oh! I hare a Heart 1 can't break when 1 
pleaſe. What makes the Value of Dear China, but 
that tis ſo Brittle? Were it not for that, you 

| 7 ITE might 


if I am at Firſt ſo Silly, 
as to be a little taken with my ſelf, 1 know it a 


Far 
ou n 
4 1 
ley W 
on. 
: 1 
writi. 

Fay 
Trin; 
Poor 
Camp 
this 
I. 
very 


e 


But 
expe 


ain 
you 
ent 
cal 


ight as well have Stone-Muggs in your Cloſer, 
I. Sh. Hiſt , Hiſt, Here's Fardingale. 
Enter Fardingale. 


Far. Lady Harriot, Lady Sharlot, I'll entertain 
ou now; I've a new Song, Juſt come Hot out of 
the Poet's Braine. Lady Sharlot, My Couſin Camp- 


ley writ it, and 'tis Set to a pretty Air, I warraut 


ou. | 7 
r Ha. Tis like to be Pretty indeed of his 
wilting. „„ [ flings away. 

Far. Come, Come — This 1s not one of your 
Tringham Trangham Witty things, that your 
Poor Poets write; no 'tis well known my Couſin 
Campley has Two Thouſand pounds a Year. But 
this is all Diſſimulation in you. | 


I. S/. Tis ſo indeed, for your Couſin's Song's 
very pretty Mrs. Fardingale: * 


Reads. 


Let not Love on me beſtow 

Soft Diſtreſs, and tender Moe; 

I know none but ſubſtantial Bliſſes, 

Eager Glances, ſolid Kiſſes : | 

T know not what the Lovers feign, 
Of finer Pleaſure mix*'d with Pain; 

Then prithee give me gentle Boy, 

None of #hy Erie „ bus all thy Foy. 


But Harriot thinks that a little unreaſonable , to 
expect one, without enduring t other. 


Enter 


2 
1 
| 
| 
1 
| 
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Euter Servant. 


Ser. There's your Couſin Campley to wait on 
you, without. | | 
Far. Let him come in; We ſhall have the Song 
now. TE 8 8 | | 


Enter Campley. 0 


Cam. Ladies your moſt Obedient Servant. Your 
Servant Lady Sharlot. Servant Lady Harriot [ Hat. 
looks Grave upon him] What's the Matter Dear Lad; 
Harriot > Not well? I proteſt to you I'm mightily 
concern'd. | pulls out a Bottle | This is a al Ex- 
cellent Spirit ; Snuff it up Madam. 
L. H. Piſh— The Familiar Coxcomb Frets me 
X Heartily. 8 | 0 „ 
Cam. Twill over I hope immediatel p 
L. SH. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhown us ſome 
of>your Poetry; there's the Spinet Mr. Campley, 
I know you're Muſical, ' © © | 
Cam. She ſhould not have call'd it my Poetry. 
Fa. No? Who waits thete? Pray bring my Lute 
out of the next Room LD | 


Enter Servant with a Lute: 


Lou muſt know, I con'd this Song before I came 

in, and find *twill go to an excellent Air of Old 
Mr. Law's, who was my Mother's intimate Ac- 
_  quaintauce: my Mother's! what do I talk of? II F 
mean my Grand-Mother's. Oh here's the Lute, 10 
Couſin Campley , hold the Song upon your Hat. muſ 
Aide to him] "Tis a pretty Gallantry to a Relation. 


bung 


it Ot 


Song 
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Sings and Squawls. 5 Bia 


Let not Love, &c. N ER | | 
Oh! I have left off theſe things many a day. 
Cam. No; I profeſs Madam you do it Admirably; 
But are not aſſur'd enough. Take it higher 
hus In her own Squawl. ] I know your Voice = 
will bear it. | | 

L. Ha. Oh hideous! Oh the groſs Flatterer! I 
ſhall burſt. Mrs. Fardingale pray go on, the Muſick 
fics the words moſt aptly. Take it higher as your 
Couſin adviſes. | 

Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like it? I 
do it purely to pleaſe you; for I can't Sing alas. 

L.Sh. We know it good Madam, we know it; 
But pray ono CE ED 

Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial Bliſſes , is Lively 
enough, and ran accordingly in the Tune ¶ Curtſies 
to the Company] Now I took it higher. © 

IL. H. Incomparably done! Nothing can equal it, 
except your Couſin Sang his own Poetry. 

Camp. | Delivering a Letter to Lady Sharlot.] 

Madam from my Lord Hardy. How do you fay 
my Lady Harriot? except I Sing it my ſelf z then 
I aſſure you I will. „ 

L. Sh. I han't patience, I muſt go Read my 
1 VVV 


Camp. Sings. Let not Love, &c. 


Fur. Bleſs me , what's become of Lady Sbarlot? 
L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale , what 


muſt we loſe you? Going after her. 


%% 


Madam, why Madam! 


Age and Mrinkles willo'retake You. 


Campley runs 70 the Door, takes the Key 
our, and locks her in. TH 


What means this Inſolence? a Plot upon me] Do 
you know who I am? , 
Cam. Yes Madam; you're my Lady Shazlat Lovely, 
with Ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket : and 
Lam Mr. Campley, with Two Thouſand a Year; 
of Qualicy enough to. pretena to you: And I do 
deſign before I leave this Room, to hear you talk 
like a reaſonable Woman , as Nature has made 
you. Nay tis in vain to Flounce , and Diſcompoſe 


your ſelf and your Dreſs. —— 


I. Ha. If there are Swords, if there are men of 


Honour, and not all Daſtards, Cowards that pre- 


tend to this Injur'd Petſon— 


Cam. Ay Ay, Madam. , let em come. That's 
parting me in my way, Fighting's my Trade. But 
you've us'd all mankind too ill to expect ſo much 
ſervice. In ſhort Madam, were you a Fool I ſhould 


Ld 0 


not deſire to expoſtulate with You ; [ Seixing her 


L. Ha. Unhand me Raviſher—. C Polls her hand from 
Cam. But Madam, Madam, him, Chafes round 


after ber. 


Pritbes Cynthia lookbehind you , © 


[ running round the room. 


the Room,Campl. | 


© ., 


L. Ha. Age, Wrinkles, Small-Pox , any thing 
that's moſt Abhorrent to Youth and Bloom, were 
welcome in the place of ſo deteſted a Creature. 

Cam. No ſuch matter Lady Harriot; I would not 
be a Vain Coxcomb, but I know I am not _ 

| | es | | ble; 


E 
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ble; nay know where you've ſaid as much, before 


you Underſtood me for your Servant. Was I im- 


mediately transform'd - becauſe I became Your 
Lover? | 1 e 
I. Ha. My Lover, Sir! Did I ever give you rea- 
ſon to think I admitted you as ſuc h??? 
Cam. Ves you did, in your uſing me ill; for if 
jou did not aſſume upon the Score of my pretend- 
ing to you, how do you anſwer to your ſelf, ſome 
parts of yout behaviour to me as a Gentleman? 
'Tis trivial all this in you, and derogates from the 
Good Senſe I know you Miſtreſs of. Do but con- 
ſider , Madam; I have long Lov'd you, bore with 
your Phantaſtick humour through all its Mazes ; Nay 
do not Frown , for tis no better. I ſay I have bore 
with this Humour; but would you have me with 
an unmanly Servitude Feed it? No, I Love You 
with too ſincere, too honeſt a Devotion, and 
would have your Mind as faultleſs as your Perſon; 
which *rwould be , if you'd lay afide this Vanity of 
being purſued with Sighs, with Flatteries , with 
Nonſenſe. | She walks about leſs violently but more 
confus'd.] Oh my Heart akes at the diſturbance 
which I give her, but ſhe muſt not ſee ir. [aſide, 
Had I not better tell you of it now, than when 
you 're in my Power? I ſhould be then too Ge- 
nerous to thwart your Inclination. 3 
L. Ha. That is indeed very handſomely ſaid. Why 
ſhould I not obey Reaſon as ſoon as I ſee it? [aſede. 
Since tis ſo, Mr. Campley, I can as ingenuouſly now, 
as J ſhould then acknowledge that I have been in an 
ertour. : Flooking down on hey Fan. 
Cam. Nay that's too Great a Condeſcenſion: Oh 
Excellence! I repent. I ſee twas but Juſtice in you 
to demand my Knees, [Kneeling] my Sighs, my 
conſtant Tendereſt regard, and Service; And you 
{hall . have em; ſince you are aboye 'em. © 


— . 
—— 2 ——— —ä—E4—᷑̃ð <tr> a =joe 


* 


36 The FUNERAL: Or; © 


L. Ha. Nay Mr. Campley, you won't recall me 
to a Fault you have ſo lately ſhown me. I will not 
ſuffer this. No more Extaſies. But pray, Sir, what 
was't you did to ger my Siſter , out of the room ? 
Cam. You may know it, and I muſt deſire you 

to aſſiſt my Lord Hardy there, who Writ to herb 
me: for he is no Raviſher, as you call'd me coſt 
now. He is now in the Houſe, and I would 
fain gain an Interview. os . 
I. Ha. That they may have, but they'l make 
little uſe of it: for the Tongue is the Inſtrument 
of Speech to us of a lower Form; They are of that 


SQ we ... 


i. | high Order of Lovers, who know none but Elo- * 
| quent Silence, and can utter themſelves only by a W 
1 Geſture that ſpeaks their Paſſion Inexpreſſible , and Ye 
7 what not? Fine things! 1 : to 
Cam. But pray let's go into your Siſter's Cloſet, 

i While they are together. 2 1 


L. Ha. I (wear I don't know how to ſec my Siſter; 

2 ſhe'll Laugh me to Death to ſee me out of my 
: Pantofles, and you and I thus Familiar. However, 1 
I know ſhe'll approve it. „„ Al 
Cam. You may boaſt your ſelf a Heroine to her. | 
and the firſt Woman that was ever Vanquiſh d the! 
by hearing Truth; and had ſincerity - enough |} £ 


to receive Jo rough an Obligation, as being made | 
acquainted with her Faults. Come. Madam, ſtand 5 
your Ground bravely; we'll March in to her thus _ 


— 


[She leaning on Campley] 


I. Ha. Who'll believe a Woman's Anger more'? 
I've berray'd the whole Sex to you Mr. Campley. | VE 
F . | Exeunt. of t 
Re-enter Campley & Lord Hard. , 


Cam. My Lord, her siſter who now is mine, 
will imme iately ſend her hither. But = | 
6 5 let, 
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ſelf; charge her Bravely: I wiſh ſhe were a Cannon, 


QS an Eighteen Pounder for your ſake: Then I 


know, were there occaſion , you U be in che mouth 


of Her. 
I. Har. 1 long yet feat to fee her. 1 knowl am =o 


unable to utter my K 


Cam. Come retire here till the appears. 
| | [go back. to the Door. 


| Enter Lil Sharlot. 


L. Shar. New is the tender Moment now ap- 


proaching There he is. [aſade. 


[They approach and ſalute each other Trembling 


Your Lordſhip will pleaſe pe ter 4 very long pauſe, 
to ſit; 28 ſtoln Glances, and ir- 
| _ reſolute Geſture. 


Your Lordſhip I think has travell'd thoſe 1 88 of 


Italy where the Armies Are? 


Ld. Har. Yes Madam. | 
La.Shar. 1 think Thave Leiters from You, Dated 
Mantua? 

Id. Har. 1 hope you hare, Madam, and chat 
their purpoſe | 
La. mes, Lord - — looking. 1 and 

e ebf d, 
Id. Her. Was not your Ladiſhip going to fay 


. ſomething ? 


La. Shar. I only. mende to what your Lordſhip 
was going to ſay — that is my Lord — But you 
were I believe going to lay ſomething of thar Garden 


of the World Italy. I am very ſorry your Misfor- 


runes in England are ſuch as may make you Jy 
regret your leaving that place. | 
Id. Har. There is a Perſon in England may make 

twee loſles inſenſible ro me. N . 
1 | © 4 << Ws 


" 
' 
7 


} 


© La. Shar. Indeed my Lord, there have lo very few 


e U... A 
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of Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, chat 


your Birth and Merit may well hope his favour. 


Ld. Har. I have, indeed, all the Zeal in the 


World for His Majeſty's Service, and moſt Grate- 
ful affection for His Perſon, but Did not then 


mean Him. x 


© La. Shar. But can you indeed impartially ay that 


our Iſland is really preferable to the reſt of the 
World; or is it an Arrogance only in us to think 
Do LE - 

Id. Har. Iprofeſs Madam, that little J have ſeen, 


| has but more endear'd England to me; for that 


Medly of Humours which perhaps diſtracts our 
Publick Affairs, does, methinks, improve our 


Private Lives, and makes Converſation more Va- 
_ Tious; and conſequently more pooling. Every where 
c 


elſe , both Men and Things have the ſame Coun- 


tenance; in France you meet much Civility and lit- 


Ne Friendſhip; in Holland deep Attention, but little 
Reflexion; in Italy all Pleaſure but no Mirth: but 


here with us, where you have every where Preten- 


dets, or Maſters in every Thing, you can't fall 
into Company wherein you ſhall net be Inſtructed 
or Diverted, ' VVV 
La. Shar. I never had an Account of any thing 
from you my Lord, but I mourn'd the loſs of my 


Brother; you would have been ſo happy a Com- 


panion for Him, with that right Senſe of your's, 
My Lord, you need not bow ſo Obſequiouſſy, for 
I do you but Juſtice. Bur you ſent me Word of 


your ſeeing aLady in Italy very Like me. Did you 


Vifit her often? | 4 
Ld. Ha. Once or twice; but I obſerv'd her ſo 

looſe a Creature, that I could have Kill'd her for 

having your Perſon, C 0 and 


Za. 


My 09 
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1 Shar. 1 thank You Sir 4 But Heav'n that pre- 5 


ſerves me Unlike her, will I hope make her more 


like me. But your Fellow- Traveller — His Rela- 


tions themſelves know not a Juſt account of Him. 


Id. Har. The Original cauſe of his Feaver, was 


a Violent Paſſion for a fine Young Woman he had 
not power to ſpeak to; but I told her his regard 
for her, as paſſionately as poſhible.. 

La. Shar. You were to him, what Mr. Campley 
has been to You. Whither am JI running? Poor 


your Friend == Poor Gentleman 


Ld. Har. I hope thenas Mr. Campley's Eloquence 

is greater, ſo has been his Succeſs, _ TE 

Ia. Shar, My Lord? —— 
Ld. Har. Your Ladyſhip's.— 


Enter Lady Harriot. 


La. Hari. Undone! Undone! Tattleaid has found 
by ſome means or other, that Campley brought 
my Lord Hardy hither; we are Utterly ruin'd, my 
Lady's eng. te 

Ld. Hardy. 1'll ſtay and confront her. 

La. Shar. It muſt- not be; we are too much in 
her Power. | Ts 


Euter Campley. 

Cam. Come, Come my Lord, we're routed : 
Horſe and Foot: down the Back-ſtairs, aud ſo out. 
Ladies. Ay, Ay— 5 : 
IL. Hari. I Tremble every Joint of me. 


T. Sh. I'm at a ſtand a little, but rage will Re- 
cover me: ſhe's coming in. = 


Exeunt. 2352 
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your thin Diſguiſes. 


ſely 10 Transfer the Truſt, an | 

- helpleſs Virgins, into the bands and Care of =—] 
cannot name it — you'ra Wicked Woman 

Ia. Hi. [aſide] Oh Rare Siſter! tis a fine thing 


Angry and Pleas 


i Tongue. 


\ 


Enter Widow. f 5 
x Wid. Ladies your Servant „Ifear ! Interrup t you, 
have you . Lady Harriot your Servant, 
Lady Sharlot your Servant: What not a word — 


55 Oh I beg your Ladiſhip's Pardon, Lady Sharlot 
did I ſay? My young Lady Brumpton, I wilh you 
+> elf ol Rac RE po 


you 7 oy 3 
La. Shar. Oh your Servant Lady dowager Brumpton. 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to you. 


Wid. So ſmatt Madam! But you ſhould methinks, 


have made one acquainted — Yet Madam your Con- 
duct is ſeen Through. . 

La. Shar, My Conduct, Lady T coming 
Brumpton | » re yg” 3 up to each 
Vid. Your Conduct Lady Sharlot! other. 
La. Shar, Madam, Tis you are {een through all 


1 


Mi. I ſeen! by Whom ? e 

La. Shar. By an all- peircing Eye; nay by what 
you much more fear, The Eye of the World. 
The World ſees you, or ſhall ſee you; Ir ſhall 
know your Secret Intemperance, your Publick Faſ- 


ting, Looſe Poems in your Cloſet, a Homily on 
; 3 Toilet, Your Eaſy skilfull practis'd Hypocriſy, 


y which you wrought upon 5 e 7 » ba- 
ard of Us two 


to keeps one's 3 in ſtock by one. We that are 

'd every half hour, have nothing 
at all, of all this High- flown Fury. Why ſhe Ra- 
ges like a Princeſs in a Tragedy. Bleſſings on her 
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Mid. Is this the effect of your Morning Lectures, 
your ſelf. examination, all this Fury: | 
La. Sh. Yes it is Madam; if I take Pains to 
Govern my Paſſions , it ſhall not give Licenſe to 
others to Govern em for me. 
Wid. Well Lady Sharlot, however you ill deſerve 
it of me, I ſhall take care while there are Locks 
and Bars to keep you from Lord Hardy; From 
being a Leaguer Lady, From carrying a Knapſack. 
La.Sh. Knapſack! Do you upbraid the Poverty 
your own Wicked Arts have brought him to. 
Knapſack! Oh grant me Patience; can I hear this 
of the Man I Love? Kuapſack !I have not words 
. | | | ſtamps about the Room. 
Wid. I leave you to Cool upon it; Love and An- 
ger 2 warm Paſſions I Exit. 
La. H. She has Lock'd us in. a 
La. SH. Knapſack! Well 1 will break Walls to 
go to Him. I could fir down and Cry my Eyes 
out, Dear Siſter what a Rage have I been in? 
Knapſack ! I'll give vent to my Juſt reſentment. 
Oh op ſhall I avoid this Baſe Woman? how meet 
that Excellent Man? What a helpleſs Condition 
are you and I in now 2 If We run into the World, 
that youth & Innocence which ſhould demand aſſiſ- 
tance, does but attract Invaders. Will Providence 


Guard us? Now do I ſee that our Sex is Naturally 


Indigent of Protection. I hope tis in Fate to Crown 
our Loves; For tit only in the Protection of Men 
of Honour, that we are Naturally, Truly ſafe; 


Lud Woman's happineſs, for al her Scorn, © 
Is only by that Side whence ſhe was Born. 


Cs "ET. 
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. 


11... 


0 Enter Lord Hardy; Campley , Trim. 
? Tord Hardy. 


Hat Jade Tattelaid ſaw me upon the Stairs ; for 
1 I had not Patience to keep my Concealment , 
but muſt Peep out, to ſee: what was become 
of you. 5 5 „ 
Cam. But we have advice however it ſeems from 
the Garriſon already. This Miſtreſs of Trim's is 
mighty Lucky. Accident... © 
Tr. Ay Gentlemen, ſhe has free. Egreſs:, and 
'Regreſs ; and -you know the French are the beſt 
| Bred People in the World. She'll be Aſſiſtant. 
But Faith I have one Scruple that hangs about me, 
| and that is Look you my Lord, we Servants 
 - Have no Maſters in their Abſence. In a word when 
=_ Jam with Mademoiſelle, I talk of your Lordſhip as 
4 only a Particular Acquaintance; that I do Buſineſs 
= indeed for you ſometimes : I muſt needs ſay, crys 
= I, that indeed my Lord Hardy is really a Perſon | 
gien Honour rr 
Id. Ha. PiſhY is that all 2 I underſtand yoy. 
Vour Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the 
Honour to Clean my Shoes or ſo upon occaſion, 
98 —_ Will make your ſelf as conſiderable as you 
= leaſe. | | | | 
8 Tir. Well then, your Leſſon is this. She out of 
= her Reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Cample) 
| Was an Intimate, of my Friend my Lord Hardy, 
and condeſcending (tho ſhe is of a Great Houſe in 
_ France ) to make Manto's for the Improvement K 
3 | 8 : 7 i 0% a 208 
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the Engliſh » which gives her Eaſy admitrance ſhe 
1 ay moy'd by theſc Premiſes, vouchſaf d ro 
bring a Letter from Lady Harriot to Mr. Campley, 
and came to me to bring her to him. You are to 
underſtand alſo that ſhe is Dreſs d in the lateſt French 
Cut; Her Dreſs is the Model of their Habit, and 
her ſelf of their Manners; for ſhe is Bur you 
ſhall ſee Her, „ rBvie. 
Ld. Ha. This gives me ſome life. Chear up 
Tom — but behold the Solemnity! Do you ſee 
Trim's Gallantry ; I. thall Laugh out. 


+ 


Euter Trim Leading in Mademoile] le. 


Trim. My Dear Lord Hardy, this is Mademoiſelle 
D' Epingle-, whoſe name you've often heard me Sigl. 
ie 1:60 IId. ſalutes her. 
Mr Campley, M. D' Epingle. [Campley ſalutes her. 
Mad. Votre Servante Gentlemen, Votre Servante. 
Cam. I proteſt to you, I never ſaw any thing ſo 
becoming as your Dreſs. Shall I beg the Favoyr , 
you'd condeſcend to let Mr. Trim, lead you once 
round the Room, that I may admire the Elegance 
of your Habit? FD 5 | . 
353 [Trim leads her round. 
Id. Ha. How could you ask ſuch a thing 2 g 
Cam. Plhaw my Lord, your are a Baſhful Eng- 
liſh Fellow: You ſee ſhe is not ſurpriz d at it, bur 
thinks me Gallant. in deſiring it. Oh Madam! 
your Air! The Negligence, the Diſengagement of 
our Manner! Oh how Delicate is your Noble 
Rai ! I Swear there's none but the Clumſy 
Dutch and Engliſh would I ſuch Polite 
Conquerors: When ſhall you ſee an Engliſh Wo- 
man ſo Dreſs'd?_ | | N 
Mad. De Engliſe! Poor Barbarians, poor Sava- 
ges ey know no more of de Dreſs, but to 
„%%% | : cover 


7 


_ 3 
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cover dere Nakedneſs [ glides along the Rome.] Dy 
be cloded, but no dreſs'd == But Monſieur Terin 

which Monſieur „„ 2 | 
Tir. That's Honeſt Tom Campley, 
Cam. At your Service Mademoiſelle. 


Mad. I fear I incur de Cen- Pulling out the Lg. peo 
ſire, but Mr. Terim, being < ter, and Ræcoleci ; 
your Intimate Friend, and 1 C as loath to deliver it, wt 


= dieſigning to Honour Him, in de way of an Hus 
band — So, So, how 1 do run away in Diſcourſe; 
I never make promiſe to Mr. Terim before, an 
,  . > _ 
Cam. Dear Will Trim is extreamly obliging , in 
having prevail'd upon you, to do a thing, tha 
- _ the Severity of your Virtue, and the Greatneſs o 
your Quality (rho' a Stranger in the Country, you 
now honour by your Dwelling in it) would not let 
vou otherwiſe condeſcend to. 
Mad. Oh Monſieur! Oh Monſieur! You ſpeak 
my very Toughts. Oh! Idon't know how! Pardon 
me to give a Billet it fo look = Oh drops it 
Fie! Ican no ſtay after it. 5 Runs affectedly to the 


NE ny . 4 e of the Room, 
„„ | en quite out. 
beg ten touſand pardons ( R * 4 
for go away ſo mal a propos == [Curtſies as going, 
Id. Ha. Your Servant Good Madam. Mr. Trim 
you know you Command here: pray if Madam 
_ D'Epingle will Honour our Cottage with longer 
ſtay, wait on her in, and Entertain Her. Pray 
"Re, be Fr ox” Fs RE pa 2 2 
Tr. My Lord you know your Power over me, I. 
I'm all Complaiſance. Lead, her out, 
Cam. Now to my Dear Epiſtle === | 


— — — — - — 7 — 1 
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| T Here is One thing which you were too Ge- 
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nerous to touch upon in our iaſt Comverſa- 


* 


| 
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3 


GRIEFA-LA-MODE. ag 


ö 
J Do. We have reaſon to fear the Widow's prac- > 
r Teruſſlices in relation to our Fortunes, if you are 
, too quic for ber. I a Lady Sharlot 
hether this is not her Senſe to Lord Hardy; 
, e ſays nothing, but lets me write on. Theſe _ 
: 4 2 People always have, and will have admittance 


Wrery where , therefore we may hear from 


ver it, 
n Hus „„ TEES | 
courſe; | - Be 
mr EEE ood 
| Your moſt Obedient Servant. 
1 HARRIOT LOVELT. 
ay CE ae: 
els ofMy Obedient Servant? 


Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now. 
Tea Thouſand , Thouſand Kiſſes on Thee, Thou 
Near Paper. Look you my Lord, what a pretty 


» You 
10t let 


{peakſÞard it is? | 3 c 

ardon ! 1d. Ha. Why Tom, thou doſt not give me leave 

opt it, Io ſee it, you Snatch it to your Mouth ſo, you'll 

to the tile the Poor Lady). 5 5 

m Cam. Look you my Lord, all along the Lines 
ere went the Pen; And through them White In- 
„ ervals her Snowy Fingers. you ſee this her 

gang 2 | | i 

ame? 


0 Ld. Ha. Nay there's Lady Sharlot's Name too in 
5 he mid'ſt of the Letter. Why you'll not be ſo 
Th nconcionable ; you're ſo greedy; you'll give me 
ra) ne Kiſs ſure. | e 
cam. Well you ſhall ; but you're ſo Eager. Don't 
ite me, for you ſhan't have it in your own hands; 
dere, there, there , Let go my han. 
Id. Har. What an Exquiſite pleaſure there is in 
is Foolery ! But what ſhall we do?: 


Cam. I haye a Thought, Prethee my Lord call 
$36 625 


Yr out, 


A 

Ld. Har. Ha, Trim. . 3 Irs 
Cam. Hold, Mr. Trim, You forget his Miſtreſs i . 
Id. Har. Cra'mercy. Dear Will Trim, ſtep in hither 
Came. Ay that's ſomething. Enter Trim. 
Trim have Not I ſeen a Young Woman ſometime 
carry Madam D Epingles Trinkets for her, coming 
from my Lady Brumpton s? 


Tri. Yes, you might have ſeen ſuch a one; { 
waits for her now. „ 2 
Cam. Do you think You could not prevail for me 
to be dreſs'd in that Wenche's Cloaths, and at. 
tend your Miſtreſs in her ſtead thither? They'll not 
Dream we ſhould fo ſoon attempt again. . 
Tri. Yes, I'll Engage it. — 5 
Cam. Then we'll truſt the reſt to our good 
Genius. I'II about it inſtantly. Harriot Lovely. 
„„ [Exit kiſſing the Letter 


Enter Widow, & Tattleaid. | * 


Mid. This was well done of you; be ſure you 
take care of their Young Ladyſhips ; You ſhall |Whcr 1 
promiſe you have a Snip in the Sale of em. ie a 
'Tatt. I thank your Good Ladyſhip. N 
Wid. Is that the Porter's Paper of How Dee's? or! 
Tate, Yes Madam, he juſt ſent it up. His general 
Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected T7, 
in your condition, but that you ſee no Body. 77 
Mid. That's right. | reading names] Lady Riggle ve 
Lady Formal; oh that Ngle, a pert Ogler, an in-Aurpat 
diſcreet filly thing, who is really known by no man, 
yer for her carriage Juſtly thought, common to all; 
and as Formall has only the appearance of Virtue, T} 
ſo ſhe has only the appearance of Vice. WhatEhjq 
chance, I wonder , put theſe contradictions to each onſo 
other into the ſame Coach, as you ſay they 5 rellec 
Magnet 


\ 


” eh þ 


—— —— 
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Irs. Francis, and Mrs. Winifred Glebe ; who are they» 
Tatt. They are the Country Great Fortunes, have 
cen out of Town this whole Lear; they are thoſe 
hom your Ladyſhip ſaid upon being very well 
born, took upon em to be very ill bred. _ 
wid. Did I fay ſo? really I think 'twas apt enough, 
now I remember em. Lady Wrinkle , oh ; 
Snugg old Woman; there's no enduring her affec- 
ation of Louth: but I plague her; I always ask, 


hild yet or not, : = 2 
"Mady Worthy; I can't bear her Company, ſhe has 
ſo much of that Virtue in her heart, which I have 
in my mouth only. 1 | [aſide. 
Mrs. After- Day; Oh that's ſhe that was the Great 
beauty, the mighty Toaſt about Town, that's Juſt 
come out of the Small- Pox, ſhe's horridly pitted 
they ſay; I long to ſee her and plague her with 
y Condolance : Tis a pure ill- natur d ſatisfaction, 
o ſee one that was a Beauty, unfortunately move 
with the ſame languor, and ſoftneſs of behaviour, 
that once was Charming in her; To ſee, I ſay, 
get Mortify that us'd to Kill, ha ha ha! The reſt. 
are a Catalogue of mere Names or Titles, they - 
yere Born to an inſipid croud of the neither Good 
nor Bad. But you are ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſ- 
enetalſſect not in the leaſt that I know of their Coming? 
I Tatt, No, Dear Madam, they are to ask for me. 
Wid, I hear a Coach — * [Exit Tatt. 
de now. an Exquiſite pleaſure in the Thought of 
urpaſſing my Lady Sly , who. 3 to have 
outgriev'd the whole Town for her Husband —— 
hey are certainly coming - Oh no! here let me 
irtue, Thus let me ſit and Widow on her Couch; 
What frhink. Wretched diſ- Y while ſhe is raving as to 
o each onſolate as I am! oh ) her ſelf , Tarr. ſoftiybrings 
yellcome, wellcome, inthe Ladies. 1 


rbether her Daughter in Wiltſhire, has a Grand- Bo 
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deat killing Anguiſh! oh that I could lie down; 
and die in my preſent heavineſs ! But what — how 
Nay my Dear Dear Lord! Why do you look fff 

Pale fo Gaſtly at me; Wottoo, Wottoo Fright 
thy own Trembling ſhivering Wife =— 

Tatt. Nay good Madam be Comforted. 

wid. Thou ſhalt not have me. [puſhes Tatt, 

Tatt. Nay , Good Madam, Tis I, Tis I your 
Ladiſhip's own. Woman; Tis I, Madam, that 
Dreſs you, and talk ro You , and tell you al 
that's done in the Houſe every day; tis 1 
Ma. Is it then poſſible? is it then poſſible that thi 
I am left? ſpeak to me not hold me not — TI th 

Break the Liſtning Walls with C Looks ſurprix' d a no! 
my Complaints. ſeeing Company, then ne! 
Ah Tattlfgid=— _ ſeverely at Tattleaid. Sh. 
Iſ t. La, Nay, Madam, be not Angry at her, well W 
would come in in ſpite of her; We are your Friends, 
and are as concern d as you —ꝛu- 

Wid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, 7 All join it 
Madam, I am an undone Woman! Oh > her Notes. 
me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! | 
I ſwoon. I expire. + J Faint. 

2d. La. Pray Mrs Tattleaid Bring ſomething that 

is cordial/ to her. [Exit Tat. 

zd. La. Indeed, Madam, you ſhould have Pa- 
tience; his Lordſhip was Old. To Die is but going Ch 
before in a Journey we muſt all take. Fu 


Enter Tattleaid loaded with Bottles. ter 
za. Lady zakes a Bottle from her we 
\ and Drinks. _ . 


Ab. La. Lord! How my Lady Heer Drinks; 1 f Siſ 
heard indeed but never could believe it of her. 
N „ „ [ Drinks 3 
Iſt. La. But Madam, Don't you | 


a. - 


join it 
Notes, 


Faints, 
g that 
"Tart, 
ve Pa- 


going 


eſs 
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Town ſays of the Jile Flirt, the men lik'd ſo much 
in the Park? Harkee was ſeen whiſpers by 
with Her in a Hackney-Coach ) interruptions. 
—0on the Chair 
2d. La. Impudent Flirt, to be found out! 
zu. Lai But I ſpeak it only to you. BD 
4th. La. Nor I but to one more. [Whiſpers next Vo. 
5th. La. I can't believe it; Nay I always thought 
it, Madam [ hiſpers the Widow. 
Wid. Sure tis impoſſible! The Demure Prim 
thing; ſure all the World's Hypocriſy. Well, 1 
thank my Stars, whatſoever ſuffetings I have, I've 
none in Reputation. I wonder at the Men; I could 
never think her handſome. She has really a good 
Shape and Complexion, but no Mein. And no 
Woman has the uſe of her Beauty without Mein: 
Her Charms are Dumb, they want utterance. Bur 
whither does diſtraction lead me to talk of Charms? 
iſt. La. Charms! a Chit's, a Girl's Charms. Come 
let us Widows be true to our ſelves , keep our 
Countenances, and our Characters, and a Fig for 
the Maids : I mean for the Unmarried. -.  _ 
2d. La. Ay, fince they will fer up for our Know- 
ledge, why ſhould not we for their Ignorance? , 
zd. La. But Madam, o' Sunday Morning at 
Church, I curtſied to You, and look'd at a Great 
Fuſſe in a Glaring light Dreſs, next Pew. That 
ſtrong Maſculine thing is a Knight's Wife: ſhe pre- 
tends to all the Tenderneſs in the' World, and 
would Fain put the Unweildy upon us for the Soft, 
the Languid. She has of a ſudden left her Dayry, 
and ſets. up for a fine Town-Lady ; calls her Maid 


and Silk. Stockins =— Key - hole — his Wigg c 


% her Woman, ſpeaks to her by her Sirname 


Mrs. Cherrifiſt , and her great Foot-Boy of Nineteen, 
big enough for a Trooper, is ſtrip'd into a Lace- 


Coat „ how Mr. Page forſooth. — 


410. La. Oh! I have ſeen her — Well I heartily 
Pity ſome People for their Wealth; they might have 
been unknown elſe. You'd Die, Madam, to ſee her 
and her Equipage. I thought the honeſt Fat Tits 
her Horſes were aſpam'd of their Finery; they 
Drag'd on, as if they were {till at the Plough ; and 
a great Baſhful- look d Booby behind, grasp 'd the 
Coach, as if he held one. 
J.,. La. Alas ſome People think there's nothing 
but being Fine to be Gentile : but the high Prance 
of the Horles and the Brisk Inſolence of the Ser. 
vants in an Equipage of Quality, are Inimitable, 


but to our own Beaſts and Servants. 


Iſt. La. Now you talk of Equipage ; I Envy this 
Lady, the Beauty ſhe'll appear in, in a Mourning 
Coach; twill ſo become her Complexion. I con- 
feſs I my ſelf mourn'd Two Years, for no other 
. reaſon. Take up that Hood there; oh that Fair 
Face with a Vail! [They take up her hoods, 

Mid. Fie Fie Ladies — But I've. been told indeed 
Black does become =— 
- 2d, La, Well, I'll rake the Libeet to ſpeak its; 
There's young Nutbrain has long aw (T be Sworn)? 
a Paſſion for this Lady : Bur T' f tell you one ching 
5 fear ſhe II diſlike , can is, * 8 youhger - than 
ſhe is. 

3d. La: No that's no exception: Bur rl tell you 
one, He's younger than his Brother. 

Wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch Affairs: Who 
cou d Love ſuch an unhappy Relict as I am? But 
Dear Madam, what Grounds have Jou -for that 


Idle ſtory? 
4th. La, Why he bad you, and trembles when 


1 you' re ſpoke of: it muſt be a Match, Wir. 
VM. Nay, Nay, you rally s you RNS Burl 1 \ 


Know you mean it Kindly, 


— NIE; e —Z ̃ 
| Tat. 
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GRIEF A- LA OD E. 1 


att. whiſpers the Widow w-. 

wid. But I muſt beſeech You Ladies, ſince you 
have been ſo compaſſionate, as to viſit, and ac- 
company my ſorrow; to give me the only com- 
fort I can now know, to ſee my Friends Chearful, ©}, 
aud to honour an Entertainment Tattleaid has pre- 
var'd within for You: If I can find ſtrength enough, 

attend you: But I with you'd excuſe me, = 
Ie no relith of Food or Joy, but will try to get a 
zit down in my own Chamber. TY | 

All. No no, you muſt. go with us. - 

iſt. La, There's no pleaſure without You. _ 

Mid. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Lady- 

ip not to be ſo importune to my freſh Calamity , 
to mention Nutbrain any more: I'm ſure there's no- 

ing in it. In Love with me quoth a“! [is help d of. 
„„ 2 8 5 Exeunt. 

Enter Mademoiſelle, and Campley i- 
Woman's Cloaths carrying her things. 


| Ma. I ver'y glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; 
was ſham'd of you, You you ſuch an impudent 
ook: Beſides me wonder you were not ſeiz'd by 
he 3 when you puſh'd de man into de 
lennell. a 


Cem. Why, ſhould 1 have let him KiGG'd me? 
Mz. No: Bur if yon had hit him wit Fan, and 
„ why ſure ſawey-box, it been enough; beſide 


hat you hitted de Gentleman fox offer Kiſſe me. 


Cam. I beg 


3 4 Ma wa 


pardon, I did not know you were 


Ma. Pleaſe, no; but me rader be Kiſſe,'den you, 
t. Terim's Friend, be found out. Could not you 


when he Kiſſe me, ſure ſawcy- box dat's meat 
t. your Maſter. Beſides, ag: take ſuch ſtrides 
hen you Walk. Walk — 0 


1 Fic; deſe littill pette 
2 . 8 Tiny 


* 


— emmy 94D "Ty 
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Tiny bits a Woman ſteps.  [ſhewingherſt 
— ig But ' Prethee Madamoiſelle, why have _ 


* 


loſt your Engliſh Tongue all of a ſudden? Methougiſ ® 
when the Fellow call'd us French Whores, as vill 
came along, and ſaid we came to Starve their om 
People, Ye gave him pretty ma Englith ; be 
was a Dog, a Raſcall; you'd ſend him to d * 
Stocks „%%% tl As 
Ma. Ha! ha! ha! I was in a Paſhon and be 
tray d my ſelf; but you're my Lover's Friend, an 
a man of. Honour, therefore I know you'll do nc 
thing to injure us: Why, Mr. Campley, you mu 
| know I can ſpeak as good Engliſh as you; but D 
don't, for. fear of Lofing my Cuſtomers. I“ 
Engliſh will never give a Price for any thing the U 
Underftand. Nay I've known ſome of your Foo! 
pretend to buy with good breeding, and give ar 
rate rather than not be thought to have Frenc 
enough to know what they were doing: ſtrang 
and far-fetch'd things they only like. Don't you 
how they ſwallow Gallons of the Juice of. Te 
while their own Dock-leaves are trod under Foo I 
Bur Mum. My Lady Harriot. : 
1 , OH | 7 
Euter Lady Harriot. 
Madam, voſtre Servante , ſervante. © 
La. Har. Well Mademoiſelle , did you Delin 
Wy Lenert on HTS; 2 | 
La. Har. Well and How. is that it in your Hand] 
,,,, _ 
Ca. Hay, Well then, why don't you give itn R. 
| Had. Oh Fie! Lady, dat be ſo right Engi N 
| ese Engliſe mind only de Word of de Lovers; bff ih 
de Words of de Lovers are often Lye , bur de Acti 2 
3 N n 2 VV 13 


vo Lye, 
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La. Har, What does the thing mean? Give me 
my aer. 

Mad. Me did not deliver yout Letter. 

La. Har. No? 

Mad. No; me tell you > me did drop i it; to > be 
Mr. Campley "how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe 
me Drop it, bo Monſieur Run take it up — - 

Ib. Ty both run to take it up. 


and be 

nd, an | Mad. takes it. 

| do nd La. Har. Wil you give me my Letter or not? 
ou mul Mad. Ovi But dus he do ( They both run 
u; but pere de Letter —yer 'y well, very < FHarriot gets 


well. O L'Amour? You A& de it. 
manner Mr. Campley take ir up berter den I, - 5 
you no ſee it? 


La. Har. [ Reads. ] 


MA DAM, , | 

Am glad yon mention'd _ indeed I did 
wot at that time think of; nor if Thad ſhou'd 
I have known how to have ſpoken of. But 
bleſs me more than Fortune can , by mg 

theſe: Fair Eyes upon , Madam | 


| BS moſt Faithfull Y 3 8 
„„ 8 humble Servant, ä 
. 'THO. CAMPLEY. 


What does he mean? But bleſs me * Looking about 
more by turning — Oh tis He ),bſervesCam. 
Himſelf! Oh the Hoiden! The { ſmile. 
Ide I did not think any thing could add to your 
Native confidence; but you look ſo very Bold in 
that Dreſs—and your Arms will fall of, And your . 
Petticoats how they hang? 

. Sen, N > Voulez yous pe Salville, 

1 bs D 3 . 
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Teau D' Hongrie, Chez Monſieur Marchand de 
Montpelier — Dis for your Teet, | ſhowing ie 
Trinkets] De Eſſence, a little Book French for 
teach de elder Broders make Compliments. Wil 
ou I ſay have any ching that I have, Will yon 
have all Thave, Madam ? Pee 
| La. Har. Yes , and for the Humour's ſake, will 
' never part with this Box, while I Live; ha, haha! 
Cam. But Lady Hayrioe , we muſt not {ſtand 
Laughing, as you obſerve in your letter, delays are 


dangerous in this Wicked Woman's Cuſtody of 


you: Therefore I muſt Madam beſeech you, and 
pray ſtay not on Niceties but be advis c. 
La. Har. Mr. Campley I have no Will but your's. 
Cam. Thou Dear Creature — but | Kiſſes ber 
hand] Harkee then you muſt Change Dreſſes with 
Mademoiſelle , and go with me inſtantly. 
La. Har. What you pleaſe. RS 


Cam. Madam D'Epingle, I muſt deſire you to 
comply with a Humour of Gallantry of our's; you 
may be ſure I'll have an Eye over the Treatment 
you have upon my account, only to Change Habis 
3 Lady Harriet , and let her go, while you 
Aa Wit all my Heart. [offers to undreſs ber ſel}. 
La, Ha. What before Mr. Campley ? | 
Ma. Oh Oh, veiy eAnelaiſe! Dat is ſo Engliſe, 
all Women of Quality en France are Dreſs and 
 Undte(s, by a Valet-de- Chambre: De man Cham- 
ber-maid help Complexion, bettet Den de Woman. 
TTY 24, +2 [epartto Harriot.] 
La. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in Dreſs Mademo:- 
felle , I never knew before; and am ſo unpoliſh'd 
an Engliſh Woman as to reſolve never to learn, 
ev'nto Dreſs be fore my Husband. Oh! indecency ! 
Mr. Campley do you hear what Mademoiſelle lays 2 
Ma. Oh! Hiſt Bagatelle. 5 : 
| | Br La. 
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Ia Ha. Well, We'll run in and be ready in an 
inſtant. [ Ex. L. Harriõt and Mademoiſelle. 
Cam. Well 1 like her every Minute better and 
better. What a delicate Chaſtity ſne has! There's 
ſomething ſo groſs in the Carriage of ſome Wives 


tho! they re Honeſt too, that they loſe their Hus- 


band's Hearts for Faults, which if they have either 
Good Nature , or Good Breeding , they know not 
how to tell em of. But how Happy am I in 
ſuch a Friend as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as Harriot? 
Continue Heav'n, a Grateſul Heart to bleſs | 
With Faith in Friendſhip , and in Love Succeſs,” 


+: 
- ee 3 * 
- 


Enter Widow and Trufty.” 

| R. Truſty , Lou have I do aſſure you, the ſame 

VI Place and Power, in the Management of my 
Lord Brumpton's Eſtate, as in his life-time. (I am 
reduc'd to a neceſſity of Truſting him [aſide.] How- 
ever Tattleaid diſſembles the matter, ſhe muſt be 
Privy to Lady Harriots Eſcape, and Fardingale's as 
deep with em both, and I fear will be their Ruin, 
which tis my Care and Duty to prevent, Be Vigi- 
lant and you ſhall be Rewarded, I ſhall Employ 
you wholly in Lady Sharlot's Affairs, ſhe is able 
to pay Services done for her. You've Senſe, and 
Underſtand me. [ Exit Widow. 
Tyu. Yes, I do indeed Underſtand you, and 


could wiſh another could, with as much Deteſta- 
8 OF 4 - „ 
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tion as I do, but my Poor Old Lord is ſo ſtrangely, 
ſo Bewitchedly Enamour' d of her ; that ey'n af)! 
this Diſcovery of her Wickedneſs I ſee he could be 
Reconcil'd to her; and tho he is Aſham'd to con- 
feſs ro me, I know he longs to Speak with her. 

If I tell Lord Hardy all; to make his Fortune, He 
would not let his Father be Diſhonour'd , by a Pub. 
lick way of Separation, If things are acted Privat- 
Iy , I know ſhe'll throw us all. There's no Middle 
way; I muſt Expoſe her to make a Re-union Im- 
practicable. Alas how is Honeſt Truth Baniſh'd 
the World! then we muſt Watch the Seaſons and 
ſoft Avenues to Men's Hearts, to Gain it Entrance 
ev'n for their own Good and Intereſt? Exit. 


Euer Lord Hardy, Camply , Trim 


Id. Ha. I forget my own Misfortunes, Dear 
Campley, when Prefect on your Succeſs. . 
Cam. I aſſure you, it Moderates the Swell of 

Joy that I am in, to think of your Difficulties. I 
hope my Felicity is Previous to your's. My Lady 
Harriot gives her Service to you, and we both think 
it but decent to ſuſpend our Marriage, till yout 

and Lady Sharlot's Affairs are in the fame Poſture, 

Id. Ha. Where is my Lady? © © : 


Cam. She's at my Ant's:my Lord. But my Lord, 


if you dont't interpoſe, I don't know how I ſhall 
adjuſt matters with Mr. Trim , for Leaving his 
Miſtreſs behind me; I fear he'll demand Sarisfac- 

ee ee SEALS 
Tri. No Sir, alas I can know no Satisfaction, 
while ſhe is in Jeopardy. Therefore would rather be 
put in a way to recover her, by Storming the Caſtle 


or other feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd 


Swain as Iam. _ Ta DEA 
Cam. Since we are all Three then expecting 


* 


Lovers; 


Lo! 
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—— 


Deat 


Lovers , my Lord, prethee let's have that Song of 
your's which Suits our common purpoſe. 7 91 


Id. Ha. Call in the Boy, + 
| Boy Sings. . 


| Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Chloe Bluſhing to the Bower; 

hen ſhall all Idle Flames be ore, 
Nor Eyes nor Heart e re wander more,; 
Both, Chloe, fix'd for &'re on Thee, 
For Thou art all 1 0 Ade. 


A Guilty is a falſe Embrace, 
Corinna's Love's a Fairy- Chace. 
Begone thou Meteor Fleeting Fire, 
And all, that can't ſurvive Deſire. 
Chloe my Reaſon moves and Awe, + 
And Cupid ſbot Me , when he Saw. 


Trim, Look you, Gentlemen, ſince as you ate 
pleas'd ro ſay we're all Lovers, and conſequently 
Poets , pray do me the honour to hear a little Air 
of mine. You muſt know then, I once had the 
misfortune to fall in Love below my ſelf, but things 
went hard with us at that time, ſo that my Paſſion, 
or as I may Poetically ſpeak, my Fire was in the 
Kitchin: Twas towards a Cook-Maid ; but before 
I ever ſaw Mrs. Deborah. © WI 

'Ld. Har. Come on'then , Trim, let's have it. 

Trim. I muſt run into next Room for a Lute. | 

„ 9 | Exit. 
Cam. This muſt be diverting : can the is oo | 


Trim, Dear Cynderaxa her ſelf very well underſtood 
” a 8 


this Inſtrument ;T therefore always ſung this Songtz 
; Cynderaxa Kind and Good 3 

Has all my Heart and Stomach too; 
Che makes me love, not hate my Food, 


As other peeviſhWenches do. 
When Venus. leaves her Vulcan's Cell, 
Which all but I a Cole-hole call; _ \ 
Fly , fly yee that above Stairs dwell, 1 
Her Face is waſh'd, yee vaniſh all. 1 
„ 5 0 

Ad 4s ſbe's Fair, ſhe can impart : 
That Beauty, to make all things Fine, L 
Brighten's the Floor with wondrous Art, a 
And at her touch the Diſhes {hing.. . | 


14. Har. I proteſt, Will, thou att a Poet indeed. 
And at her touch the Diſhes ſhine And you touch 
Jour Lute as fine,, cont a 


Enter Boy. 


8 
* 


Boy. There's one Mr. Truſty below, wou'd ſpeak 


with my Lord. 5 | 5 Bu 
Ld. Har. Mr. Truſty! My Father's Steward ! What < 


can he have to ſay to me? 8 
Camp. He's very honeſt to my knowledge. 
Id. Har. I remember indeed when I was turn'd 5 
out of the Houſe , he follow 'd me to the Gate, a 
and wept over me, for which I've heard he'd like . 
to have loſt his Place. But however I muſt Adviſel 
with you a little, about my Behaviour to him: 
let's in. Boy bring him up hither, tell him Tl 
wait on him preſently : [Exit Boy. 
I ſhall want you I believe here Trim. - [Exexnt. 


hin 
hin 


wh 


\ | — 
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Songtz „„ | ; 
Re-Euter Boy, and Truſty. 
Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 
„ „FC ͤĩ ·ðuQ es ew 
5 Truſt. Tis very well. Theſe Lodgings are but 
homely for the Earl of Brumpton —= Oh that damu'd 
Strumpet! that I ſhou'd ever know my Maſter's 
Wife . for ſuch. How many Thouſand things does 
my Head run back to? After my poor Father's . 
Death the good Lord took me, becauſe he was a 
Captain in his Regiment, and gave me Education. 
I was I think Three and_Twenty when this Young 
Lord within was Chriſtned ; what a do there was 
about calling him Francis? [wipes bis Eyes.]. Theſe 
are but poor Lodgings for him. I cannot bear the 
y; to think that I thall ſave the Family, from 
indees which I've had my Bread. N og 
Roms „%; ̃ TH. 
Trim. Sir my Lord will wait you immediately, 
Tru, Sir tis my duty to wait him __ OE. 
„ 1 LI rim is going. 
27 But Sir, are not you the Young Man that acicndad ink | 
1 Wha at Chriſt-Ehurch in Oxford, and have follow'd him 
4 cer e = + es Ml Rp. 
; Trim. Yes Sir, I am i 
. ; Ts Nay Sir, No harm; but you'll thrive the 
ee ! 88 
ow Trim, I like this Old Fellow , I ſmell more 
Advich Money. x. 85 E 5 
FAR Truſt. I think tis now Eight Years ſince I ſaw. 
im Tl him, he was not then Nineteen, when I follow d 
+ Boy. I him to the Gate, and are him Fifty Guincas , 
„I vhich I pretended his Father ſent after him. | 
Exennt fl e | Tr 
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Eurer Lord Hardy. 


Id. Har. Mr. Truſiy , I'm very glad te ſee. 
Jook very hale and Jolly; you wear x cs 
pad, to ſee it but your Commands to me Mr, 
Truſt. Why my Lord, I preſume to wait on 
Your Lordſhip : niy Lord you're ſtrangely grown; 
you're your Father's very Picture; you're he, my 
Lord: You are the very Man that look'd ſo pleas'd, 
to ſee me look fo fine in my Lac'd Livery , to g0 
to Court. I was his Page when he was juſt ſuch 
another as you. | He Kils'd me afore a great many 
Lords, and ſaid I was a brave Man's Son that 
taught him to Exerciſe his Arms. I remember he 
carty d me to the great Window , and bid me be 
ſute to keep in your Mother's Sight in all my 
Finery. She was the Fineſt Young Creature; the 
Maids of Honour hated to ſec her at Court. My 
Lord then Courted my good Lady. She was as kind 
to me on her Death Bed , ſhe ſaid to me, Mr. 
Truſty take care of my Lord's Second Marriage for 
that Child's ſake: She pointed as well as ſhe could 
to you. Vou l jo and ſaid ſhe ſhould not 
Die; but ſhe did my Lord: ſhe left rhe World, 
and no one like her in't. For- F Weeps , runs to my 
give me my honour'd Maſter, J Lord, and hugs him, 
T've often carry'd you intheſe Arms that Graſp you: 
they were ſtronger then. But if 1 Die to mor- 
row you're worth go. by my Gift; tis what 
F've got in the oy” + and Ireturn it to you with 
thanks — But alas, do I Live to fee you want it? 
Id. H. You confound me with all this Tendet- 


neſs and Generoſity. | 


Tru. I'll trouble you no longer my Lend But-- 
Ed. H. Call it not a trouble, for- 
35 | „ , 


44 Id. Har. Tis very well. „ 


, 9 3 ä * * - / \ 


Tru. My good Lord, I will vor, I ay, Indulge 


my ſelf in talking fond Tales that Melt me, and 


Interrupt my Story: My buſineſs to your Lordſhip 
in one word is this; I am in good Confidence at 
reſent with my Lady Dowager, and I know ſhe 
bs ſome Fears upon her, which depend upon the 
Nature of the Settlement to your Disfavour. And 
under the Roſe , Be your ſelf. I fear your Father 
has not had fair play for his Life; be compos'd 


my Lord ; what is ro be done is this; we'll not 


apply to Publick Juſtice in this caſe, till we fee 
farther : *'Twill make it Noiſy, which we muſt 
not do, if I might Adviſe. You ſhall with a De- 
tachment of your Company, Seize the Corps as it 
goes out of the Houſe this Evening to be Incerr'd 
in the Country; *twill only look like taking the 
Adminiſtration upon your ſelf and Commencing a 


Suit for the Eſtate. She has put off the Lying in 


state; and Lady Harriot's eſcape with Mr. Campley, 


makes her fear he will prove a Powerful Friend, 
both to the Young Ladies and your Lordſhip, She 


cannot with Decency be ſo buſie, as when the 
Corps is out of the Houſe, therefore haſtens it. I 
know your whole Affair; leave the care of Lady 
Sharlot to me: I'll Pre-acquaint her, that ſhe 


mayn't be Frightned, and diſpoſe of her ſafely, 2 5 


obſerve the Iſſue. To i 
F Id. Har. I wholly underſtand you; it ſhall be 
ones it) 5 nt . 2 

Truſt. I'm ſure 1 am wanted this Moment for 
your Intereſt at home. This Ring ſhall be the Paſs- 
port of Intelligence, for whom you ſend to Aſſault 
us, and the remittance of it Seal'd with this, ſhall 


be Authentick from within the Houſe. 


Truſt. Hope all you can wiſh my Lord \'from-a | 


certain Secret relating to the Eſtate > which I'll ac- 


(| 


{ 
{ 
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quaint you with next time I ſee you.  [ Ex. Truſly, 

Id. Har. Your Servant. This e s ſtrangely 
honeſt — Ha: Will. | 


Enter Campley Das wit. 


will, don't the Reoraite wait for me to ſer em 'em at 
. Parade before this Houſe. 
Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe Go Hours. 
Ld. Har. Go to em, I'll be there my Self Im- 


mediately ; we muſt Attack with em, * the Ro- 


Kues are Sturdy, this very Evening. 
Trim. I gueſs. where; I'm overjoy'd at it. Tl 

_ warrant you they do it, if I Command in Chief. 
Id. Har. I deſign you ſhall. [Trim runs out jumping. 
©" Comp. You ſeem my Lord to DEF in ep Medi- 

tation. 

Add. Har. 1am fo, but not on any hing that 
you may not be 1 with. 


er Trim, with a Company of Ragged 


Fellows, pen a 0 ane 


10. So. why TE I Find Mr. Trim we - ſhall come 
to Blows before we ſee the French. 

Trim. Harkee, Friend, 'tis not your Affair to 
| Gueſs or Enquire what you ate e to do; tis 

only for us Commanders. 

2d. So. The French ! Pox, they are but a Company 
of Scratching Civet- Cats — They Fight! 
Di. Harkee don't blaſter ; were not you a little 

miſtaken in your facings at Steinlirk? Fa} 2h 
2d. So. I grant it; you ee! 
to the French, I hate to ſee the Dogs; look you 
here, Gentlemen, 1 was Ty s * the 
: 2 N look Tour” | | 
lll ad 245 Lacke ns Tun. 


y, Tim. Prethee look where it enter'd at your back. 
ly 2d. So. Look you Mr. Trim, you will have your 
Joke ;; we know you are a Wit, but what's that 
o a Fighting Man. | | LEE 


Enter Kate. 


at Leo. „ 

| Kate; Mr. Trim, Mr. Trim. HS oo 
. Trim. Things are not as they have been Mrs. ; 
n- gte; I now pay the Company, and we that pay 


oney expect a little mote Ceremony. 
Kate, Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome 
night French Brandy? © © | EE OS 
ef. Trim. Art thou ſure, Good Woman, tis tight; 
*. WM Drinks. ] How — French — pray — nay if Ifind you 
li- deceive me, who pay the Men. [ Drinks. 
ie. Pray, good Maſter, have you ſpoke to 
at my Lord about Me? 2 | | 
Trim. I have; but you ſhall ſpeak to him your 
ſelf; thou haſt been a true Campayneer Nate, and 
we muſt not neglect thee : do you ſell Grey-peaſe 
yet of an Evening, Mrs Matchlock? {Drinks again, 
| Kate. Any thing to turn the Penny; but I got 
je more 1 crying Pamphlers this Year than by an 
thing I have done a great while. Now I am Mar- 
to Iried into the Company 9 5 „I deſign to croſs the 
tis eas next Year. But Maſter, my Husband, a Tem- 
P ple Porter, and a Parliament Man's Footman, 
y aſt Night by rheit talk made me think there was 
Danger of a Peace; why they ſaid all the prime 
le Teople were againſt a W art.. 
| Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I 
wy lep great Company; all Men are for a War, but 
u (ome would have it abroad, and ſome would have 
ne it at home in their own Country 
Kate. Ay, ſay you ſo, Drink about Gentlemen, 
nm. Rot a Farthing to pay; a War is a War, be it 
. e RE gon where 


* 
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Where it will. But pray Mr. Trim, ſpeak to ny 
Lord, that when theſe Gentlemen have Shirg | 
may Waſh for em. „„ 
Trim. I tell you, if you behave well to Night, 
you ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay, each Man as 2 
Reward : but there's none of you Induſtrious; 
there's a thouſand things you might do, to heh 
out about this Town; as to cry Puff, Puff, 
Pyes; have you any Knives or Scixars to Grind! 
or late in an Evening, whip from Grub-Siree, 
ſtrange and bloody News from Flanders — Pot 
from the Houſe of Commons — Buns ,, rare Buy 
ms Old Silver Lace, Cloaks , Sutes or Coats — 0ʃ 
Shoes, Boots or Hats == but here, here, here'sMyoura 
My Lord a coming, here's the Captain, fall bach aufy 


into the Rank, there move up in the Center. lefe. 
Enter L. Har. and Campley. Raf 
| | aud 1 


I. Har. Let me ſee whether my ragged Friend Ru 
are ready and about me. „ Ez 
| Kate. Enfign Campley , Enſign Campley , I anMocon': 
over - joy d to ſee your Honour; ha' the World ham. 
ſurely alter d ha ??k Ln 
Cam. Tis ſo Faith Kate; why thou art true to 
the Cauſe, with the Company ſtill Honeſt «Amazon! 


Kate. Dear Soul, not a bit of Pride in him Tri 
but won't your Honour help in my Buſineſs wid Nlay-! 
my Lord? ſpeak for me, noble Enſign, do. E. 

Cam. Speak to him your ſelf, I'll ſecond you. {Wwuitch, 
Kate. Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mi Hola: 
Trim has told your Honour about my Petition: nia 
have been a great Sufferer in the Service; tis hau Match 
for a poor Woman to loſe nine Husbands in Can 
War, and no Notice taken; nay three of em ab pany # 
in the ſame Campaigne; here the Woman ſtand" #75 


1 ſay's it. I never ſtript a Man till I firſt ir) 


4 


25 
a 3 


G RIEF A- EA MODE. 65 

o m\ if he could ſtand on his legs; and if not, I think 
its I vas fair Plunder: except our Adjutant, and he 

„ eas a Pappy that made my eighth Horband run 

ht, the Gantlet for not turning his Toes out. 

252 Li. Har. Well, we'll conſider thee Kare., 9 55 

ous ; ¶ fall back into the Rear. 1 0 Role of w_ —Gen- 
tlemen Soldiers. | 

Trim to Pumkin. Do you ber that, „ my Lord 
himſelf can't deny bur: we are all Gentlemen as 
much as his Honour. 

I. Har. reading, Gentleman Scidiees.n 19k Quar- 
«rd in and about Guy · Court in Vinegar-Vard, in 
» Ol Rufel- Court in Drury-Lane, belonging to the Ho- 
ere's Wnourable Captain Hardy's Company of Foot. So, 
back Anſwer to your Names and March off from the 
left. Tohn Horſeem Corporal; March eafie,, that I 
may view you as you paſs by me: Drums. Simon 
Mule, ha! Kahle, What's on Soy ben 
and Founder at that rate? 8 

Rufflel, Im Pox't, like our dean 

L. Har. Trim, let him be cart 4 to our IRE 
geon's Mate, Pox't you Brute have you no 
Shame 2 The next time yon ſhall Rot z deer ae | 
Tatoo there's a Shilling for you Tattoos be 
aways ſo ne how does be keep Hanſel: fo. 
dn? : 

Trim, Sir, he is a Tragedy Prom to one of the | 
Pay-Houſes. _-. = 
o Har. oe Gentlemen. | Alexander 82 | 
witch, I Mundungus, Wi Faggot, Ni- 
cholas- Sab, Tim Tiny Megrim, Philip — Ne- 
lemiah Duſt , eo ard e „  Nathaxiel 

Matchlock. 

Cam. What i is Aatcblocl come back 0 > tem- 
any? That's the Fellow: that brought me off at 
Steinkirks i __ | Offering to give him Money} / 
ts . No » Six 5: __ Ars oe 


9993 


little too heavy for ce 
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that; Sri Friend; | gives him Any) . how * the 
want for nothing; I'll give thee a Halbert too. lf the 
Nate, brave mei Shall I be a Sergeant; L 


| Lady? : reſt dell make the Drum's, and the 3 x 


Wives,” and Company- -keepers know their Diſtance, 
Cam. Ho far out of the Country did you come lf is | 


to Liſt? Don't you come e. ne . did L 
you bear yout Charges? D min 


Match. I was Whipt from Conſtable to-Conſtable * 
Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's. due by the Courte- 
ſie f England , to all that want, in red Coats, Fa 
Beſides” there's an Act that: makes us Free off al and 


Corporations, and chats the Ceremony of it. oo 
Camp. But what pretence 0p th for uſing von - 
ſo ill? Vou did nor Pilfer:? 5 ar T 
+ Match.” I was found guiley of being Poor. old 
Cam. Poor Devil! afor 


I. Har, Timothy Rage t Oh Reg ! 1 had all 1 
when I gave you your Diſcharge, juſt afore the i Gen 
Peace , we ſhould never have had Jon a N * and 
came you to Liſt now? -- {yl 

Ng. To pull down Wehe king 4 0 I Ruf 


T. Har. Bravely reſolv'd : but pull your Shin neur 
into your Breeches, the mean time. Feoffrey Tati: Arm 
what's become ofthe Skies ani Buttons o — Coat? Plas! 


Tatter. In our laſt Cloathing, in the Regimen tols 
F ſerv'd in afore, the Collonel had one Skirt be. now 


8 fore, the Agent one behind, and Every pus this 
of the Regiment a Button 95 
855 | T. - r out r e calk Mario 


Trin. r 3 har bee you Iu do 5 55 
more knowledge than that of your Right: hand, 
from your Left? "of Hits" him a bloꝛu on the” Fleed. 

L. Hay; Hugh Clump 8 thou on Fee 


ä 0 n e 1 we don't 0 hin Bj 


' P 
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o. che Hoſpital. 5 8 | | 
ant's L. Har. Richard Bumpkin ! Ha ! a perfect Conn- 
als WM try Hick; how came you Friend to be a Soldier? 
mee. Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, Lhave been croſs'd 
ome in Love, and am Willing to ſeek my Fortune. 
did L. Har. Well, I've ſeen enough of em; if you 
5 mind your Affair, and Act like à wiſe General, 
able. cheſe Fellows may do. Come take your Orders. 
tte: Well Gentlemen do 4 Trim puts his Hat on 
oa, your Buſineſs Manfully & his Stick, while my Lord 
f all and nothing ſhall be too 

good r ou. whiſpers Orders. 


f you x All: Bleſsyottr Honour. [Ex. Har. and Campley. | 


Trim. No-, my brave Friends and Fellow 
Soldiers | aſide} I muſt Fellow  Souldier em juſt 
afore a Battle, like a ttue Officer, tho“ L cane em 


oh all the Year round beſide. ¶ Struting about] Major 
the General Trim, no Pox, Trim ſounds fo very ſhlort 
hon and Priggiſh; that my Name ſhould be a Mono- 


ſyllable! but the Foreign News will write me, 


I ſuppoſe, Monſieut, or Chevalier Trimont, Seig- 


Shin neur Trimoni, or Count Trimontx, in the German 
ter: Army, I ſhall perhaps be call'd; ay, that's all the 


at: Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do ſo 
men toſs our Names about but Gentlemen ou are 


r be- Ml vow under my Command; Huza! thrice — Faith, 
pta Wi this as very 8 this Grandeur l Ny after all tis 
| upon the Neck of ſuch Scoutdretls as theſe Gentle- 


ry. Wl then; chat we vfeat Captains, build our Renown, 


tg. A Milliof-or two of theſe Fellows make an Ale- 
with Wl rande: and as that my Predeceflor ſaid in the 
and, poly of him, onthe very ſame obenſion, going 
feed, BY 16 ſtorm for his Statira, fo do 1 for my Dear 
#«M5cmpſtreſs; Madam D*Epmple 2 00 

oi When Iriſh on, {ure none will-dare to ſta z 
hin i Ti, Beauty cat, and Glory leads the way. 
the Ff E 2 ACT. 


i giving him Ahe Ring and 
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} 
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of all ill: pray read 
Fit of the Gout makes me act with Pain and 


the Servants being 


1 £53 4. 
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SCENE, L jon 
Enter Tah and Lord Brumpton. g 
* Tun. . 3 


. E. Nane no Mates. in 7. — Bene 
ſhe has out of Impatience to ſee her (elf in hei 
Weeds, | order'd her Manto- Woman to ſtich up 


any thing ee you may hear her aud Ta- 


tleaid Laugh aloud, the is ſo wantonly Merry. 
L. gr. Sacchia of Lady Sharlot is the very utmoſt 
t I muſt ſit — my lat 


Conſtraint let me ſe. 
Truſ. She writ it by the Pa e who brou hr i 
me, as Thad Wheedled him to do o all their Pa lages, 
L. Br. [reads] Vou muſt watch the Occaſion. of 
gone out of the Houſe, with 
the Corps, Tattleaid ſhall Conduct you to my Lady 
Sharlot nen a with- her — and be 
ſure - bed Her. | mt 
[Your Aﬀe&ionate 8 iſter , Mary nM 
. Brumpton! Tbe Creature — ſhe. call'd as Fran, 
Mother was? Brumpton! The Succaba! What a 
Devil Incarnate have I had in my Boſome? WI 
the common abandon'd Town - women - would 


ſcruple ſuch an Action as this; tho they have · loſt 
all regard to their own Chaſtity, they would be 
7 Fo had no Infancy, 


Tender of another's. Why ſare 


ſhe never had Virginity, to have no .Compaſlion 


85 e Mary. of her own former E 


A 
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his is to forget her very Humanity, her very Sex. 
Where is av, Boy 2 Where's Frank? Does nat 
he want? How has he liv'd all this time 2 not a 
Servant I Warrant to attend him; what Company 


can he keep > What can he ſay of his Father? 
Truſ. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is 


ſtill your Son; and has all the Duty and Tender- 
nels in the World, for your Memory. 

I. Br. It is impoſſible Truſty, it is impoſſible. 
Iwill not rack my ſelf with the Thought that one 
I have injur'd can be ſo very Good. Keep me in 


Countenance , tell me he hates my very Name, 


vont aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from me. 
What's his Company? A 


' Truf, Young Tom Campely they ate neveraſunder. 
L, Br. I am glad he has my pretty Tattler, the 


Chearful Innocent Harriot; I hope he'll be good 


; \ 


0 her, he's good Natut d and well Bred. 


Truſ. But my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in 
Ordering the Funeral; ſhe bi Sable be fare to lay 
you deep enough, ſhe had heard ſuch Stories of the 


Wicked Sextons taking up People; bur 1 wiſh, 
my Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Tat- 
tleaid once more. | „ 


I. Br. I know to what thy Zeal tends: but Itell 
jou, ſince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have 


ſtill a ſoftneſs for her; I Gay tho'I had ſo, it ſhould 


never make me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour 


that becomes à Peet of England, If I could forget 
lajuries done my ſelf thus groſs , I never will thoſe 


done my Friends. You knew Sharlot's worthy 
Father —= no, there's no need of nſeeing more 
of this Woman, I behold her now with the Game 


Eyes that you do; there's a meanneſs in all ſhe ſays 
or does; ſhe has a great Wit, bur a little Mind, 
ſome thing ever wanting to make her appear my 


Lady Brumpton; ſhe has ; nothing natively Great. 
; FORE 5 2 5 E 3 3 =” : 5 
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You ſee I Love her not, I talk with Judgmey 
of ex.” „ e 
Treu. 1 fee it, my good Lord, with Joy I ſeit, 
nor care how few things I fee more in this World, 
My ſatisfaction is Compleat : Welcome old Age, 
Welcome Decay; Tis not Decay, but growth 1 
a latter Being. Exit. Leading L. B 


Re. enter Truſty meeting Cabinet. 


Truſ. IJ have your Letter, Mr Cabinet. 
Cab. I hope Sir, you'll believe it was not in my 
Nature to be guilty of ſo much baſeneſs; but bei 
born a Gentleman, and Bred! our of all Roads of 
Induſtry , in that idle manner too many are, I ſoon 
ſpent a ſmall Parrimony; and being Debauch'd by 
Luxury, I fell into the narrow Mind to dreadino 
Infamy like Poverty, which made me Guilty as 
that Paper tells you; and had I not writ it to you | 
am ſure I never could have told you of it. 
Tru, It is an Ingenuous, Pious Penitence in you, 
My Lord Hardy (to whom this Secret is ineſtimable 


ſuch, I. give you my Word. 
Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity. 
Truſ. But pray be there; all that you have to do, 
is to ask for the Gentlewoman at the Houſe at 
my Lord Hardy's , ſhe'll” take care of you; 
and pray have Patience, where ſhe places you, 
till you fee Me. [Ex.Cab.] My Lord Hardy's beinga 
Houſe where they receive Lodgers, has allow'd me 
convenience to place every Body I think” neceſſatj 
to be by ar her Diſcovery. This Prodigious Wel- 
75 Secret! I ſee however ok ee x or 
Actions my appear, we may go on with juſt Hope. 
VA hg . Cor s. is to bejuſtly bent. 9 2 1 
And Heav'n in its own Cauſe will bleſs th Event. 
| CO ey Ente. 


is à noble natur'd Man, and you ſhall: find him 


CRIEF ALA. MODE. yt 


DONT? IG. 


Trim. March up? march up; Now, we ate nenn 


the Citadel, And L halt only to give the Neceflary. 


Orders for tir Engagement. Fla! Clump's: Cliump » = 


* £ — 


When we come to Lord Brumpton's Der, and you 
ke us conveniently diſpos d about the Houſe, You 
re to Wait till you ſer a! Corps brought ous of the 
Houſe » then ro go up to him, you obſerve, the 
Director, and ask importunately for an Alms to a 
poor Soldier; For which you my be ſure yon thall 


have a good Blow or t : But if you have not, be 
| Saucy till you have. Then when you ſee à File of 


Men got between the Houſe aud the Body—— A 
File of Men, Bumpkin, is fix Men — I ay when 
you ſee the File in ſuck a, Poſture, chat half the 
File: may Face to the Body, Yow are to fall down, 
crying Murder, that the Half-file fas'd to che Body, 
may throw it, and themſelves, over yau. I then 
match to your Reſcue. Then » Swagger „ Jour and. your 


Party fall in to ſecure; my Rear; while I march 


off with the Body. Theſe are the Orders And 
this, with a little Improvement of my own, is the 


lame Diſpoſition. Villeroy and Catinat made at Chiari. 
lla⸗aarches off with his Party. 


Enter Widow in deep Mourning, auith a dead 


_ Squirrel on her Arm, aud Tattleaid. © 


wid, Imuſt beſo, It muſt be your carelefſinels ; 
What hal. che: Page to do in my: Bedchamber ?' F993 


Tate, Indeed» Madam I cav'r tell; But I ceã 


in aud cately/d: hib zen round his Neue. 
Wid. Tell the Raſcal from me, He {hatb Romp 


with- the Fobtmeu no mom. No, II ſend he 


Rogue in a+ Prock to learn Latine: among the 
dirty Boys that come te god. I will — Bur tis 


„ ee 


r 
. 


Ter ſo among theſe Creatures that lire on one, 
- Superfluous Affections ; a Ladies Woman, Page, 
and Squirrel, are always Rivals. * © 
Poor Harmleſs Animal, Pretty ev'n in Death: © 
Death might have overlook'd thy little Life. 


How could'ſt thou, Robin, leave thy Nuts and me) 


How. was't, ans ie Deareſt , thou ſhould'ſ die 
Thou never did'it Invade thy Neighbour's Soils : 
Never madeſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Regions 
But chearfully didſt bear thy little Chain 
Content, ſo I bur fed thee with this Hand. 
Tait. Alaſs, alaſs ! We are all Mortal: Conſi- 
der, Madam , my Lord's dead too. ] Weegs, 
Wid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly 
die; an Husband or Relation after Death, is re- 
warded or tormented : That's ſome Conſolation. 


I know her Tears are falſe for ſhe hated Robin al- 


ways Jaſide.] But ſhe's a well-bred diſhoneſt Ser- 
vant, that never ſpeaks: à painful Truth. But Ill 
reſolve to conquer my Affliction. Never ſpeak 
more of Robin , Hide him there. But to my 
Dreſs; How Soberly Magnificent is Black ? And 


ſuch long Tails ? 1 9 5 
Tatt. Why, Madam, the ſtatelieſt of all Crea- 


tures has the longeſt Tayl, the Peacock ; nay it 
has of all Creatures the fineſt Mein too, except 


your Ladyſhip, who are a Phenix. 


Mid. Hol Brave Tattleaid.. But did not you 


obſerve what a Whining my Lady Sly made, when 
ſhe had drank a little? Did you believe her? Do 


you think there are really People ſorry for their 


Hus bands 


Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Ven do leave their 
Fortunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that I believe it may 


* 
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pale with Pins in her mouth: 


Wide 
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pid. But I ſwear 1 wonder how it came up to 
dreſs us thus I proteſt, when all my Equipage is 
ready, and I move in full Pageantry, I ſhall fanſie 
my {elf an Embaſladreſs from the Commonwealth 
of Women,; the diſtrefled State of «Amazonia, to 
rear for Men. But I proteſt I wonder how two 
of Us thus clad can meet with a grove Face. Me- 
thinks they ſhould laugh out like two Fortune- 
tellers, or two opponent Lawyers that know each 
other for Cheats. JV 
Tatt. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I ſwear to you, Madam, 
your Lady-ſhip's Wit will choak me one time or 
other: I had like to have ſwallow'd all the Pins 
in my ft 8 
Mid. But, Tatty , to keep houſe fix Weeks, 
that's another barbarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon. 
of it, I ſuppoſe, was that the baſe People ſhould 
not ſee People of Quality may be as afflicted as 
themſelves. | : Yrs c 
Tatt. No; Tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em 
as Merry as themſelves 6 
Mid. Ha ! ha ! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid 
that you ſpoke laſt; Why tis juſt , tis Satyre. 
I'm fure you ſaw it in my Face, that I was going 
to ſay it ; twas too good for you. Come, lay 
down that Sentence and the Pincuſnion, and Pin _ | 
up my ſhoulder. Harkee, Huſſey, if you ſhould, = 
as I hope you won't, out- live me, take care Ian't _ 
buried in Flannen; twould never become me, I'm 8 Þ 
ſure. That they can be as Merry! Well, I'll rell | 
my New Acquaintance — What's her Narr? i 
She that reads ſo much, and writes Verſes . Her | | 
Husband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a Year 1 = 
forget her Name — That Expreſſion ſhe'll like. =— 
Well, chat Woman does divert me ſtrangely : Ill _ | 
| 
| 


- 


be very. gteat with her. She talk'd very learnedly 
of the Ridicule , till ſhe was ridiculous ; then the 


— — —— 


ſpoke, of the Decent, of the Agreeable, of the Tn. 
ſenſible: ſhe Dolan to Print the Diſcourſe. | = 
of all things I like her Notion of the. Inſenſible. 


Tatt. Pray, Madam, how was that?: 


V.. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculeated in 


dur Teens. The purpoſe of it is to diſguiſe our 


hs ſpeak. before Women what they ought not to 
hear. As now ſuppoſe you were. 2. Spark in; my 
Company , and you ſpoke ſome double entendre — 
I look thus. But be 2 Fellow, and you ſhall fee 
how l'le Uſe you. The inſenſible is uſeful upon 
any occaſion where we ſeemingly. Neglect, and 
ſecretly Approve , which is our ordinaty common 
Caſe, Now ſuppoſe a Coxcomb Dancing, Prating 
and Playing his Tricks before me to move me = 
without Pleaſure or Diſtaſte in my Countenance 1 


look at him juſt thus but Ha, ha, ha ! I have 


found out a Supplement to this Notion of the In- 


ſenſible, for my own uſe, which is infallible, and 


that is, to have always in my Head all that they 
can ſay or do to me ; ſo never be ſurpriz'd with 


Laughter ,' the occaſion of which is always ſudden, 
ITatt. Oh my Lady Brumpton Tatt. Bows and 


Cringes | My Lady — your moſt: Obedient Ser- 


vant.— of 


Wi. Look you, Wench , you ſee by the An 
of Inſenſibility I put you out of Countenance though 


you were prepar d for an ill reception. 


Tatt. Oh! Madam — How Juſtly: are you 
form'd for what is now fall'n to you, the Empire 
of Mankind.— FEY 


Mid. O Sir, that puts me out of all my inſenſi 
bility at once, That was ſo Gallant! Ha 1 What 


noiſe is that That noiſe of Fighting Run 1 ſa 


©. Whither are you going What are 0 Mad Wil 
you leave me alone? Can't you ſtir? What, you cau't 


a 


tale 
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ale your Meſſage with you—What ever "tis 1 
fi ppole you are not in the Plot; not you — Nor 


_ now... they're breaking open my houſe for 


ſharlot — not you — Go ſee What's the Matter, I 


ay I have no body I can truſt — { Ex, Tatt.] One 
minute I think this wench honeft, and the next 
fiſe— Whither ſhall I turn me? | 


Tatt. Madam — Madam. ei! 
Wis Madam „Madam, will you wallow me | 
Gapeing ? 


Tatt. pray good my Lady be not ſo our of Hu- 
mour , — But there is a Company of Rogues have 
et upon our ſervants and the Burial Man's, while 
ohers ran away with the Corps. 

Mi. How! What can this mean? What can 
they, do with it? Well twill fave the wen, 9 
werrement— bur to what end. _ 


Enter Servant Bloody Sg Dirty baling i in 
10 ee and Bumpkin ! | 


Ser. Ile wk you better manners—=T'le x or 
Soutdier you. — You Dog you, I will — Ma- 
dam, here are two of the Raſcals that were in the 
Gang of Rogues that Carryed away the Corps. 

Wid. We'll examine em apart—— Well Sirrah 
what are You? Whence came You ? What's your 
Name, Surah ? | | 
T Clump dk . a Dumb Man. 


Ser. O you Dog , you could ſpeak loud enough: | 


juſt now Sirrah > when your Brother Rogues 
maul'd Mr. Sable we'll make you ſpeak Sittah, 
Bros Bring the other fellow hither —1 ſup- 
IR wil 8219 you knew that man before jou 


>. 


are (cen : the Gentleman' s face 
_ [bowing to Bumpkin. i 


Wi, 


im at 1 door? We > 
on 


8 I think 
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my Koptin.— 


I am, inflantly — Tis but the backſide of this 


aſſoon as I am gone, Conduct my Brother and 


never allow you an Hetoe, who could leave your 
Miſtrels behind you; ta ſhould have broke the 


Tx. No really Madam; I have ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
feats come into the Men's heads, and ſuch ſtrange, 
reſolutions into the Women's upon the 'Occafion 


Mi. The Gentleman's ! the Villain Mocks me- 
But Friend, you look like an Hopeſt man, why by 
are you? Whence come you? What are you 45 
„%% TI arrow 
B. I'ſe at preſent but a Private Gentleman, bur1]M:..;: 
Was liſted to be à Sergeant in my Lord Hardy, 10 s 
Company I'ſe not aſham'd of my name nor of 7 


— - 


Wi. Leave the Room all; [ Exeunt all but Truſh - 


Tattle] Mr. Truſty Lord Hardy 10 that Im- may 


tous young. Man— Thus with the Sacrilegiou f belie 
ands of Ruffians to divert his Father's Aſhes from 
their urn, and reſt— © | 

I ſuſpe& this fellow [| aſide] Mr. Truſty I mu 
deſire you to be ſtill near me Ile know the 
bottom of this, and to Lord Hardy's Lodgings 2 


Street I think. Let a Coach be call'd =— Tattleaid 


his Friends to Lady Sharlot, away with her-! 
Bring Mademoiſelle away to me, that ſhe may nol 3. 
be a Witneſs. Come good Mr. Truſty. I 7 
Enter Lord Hardy leading Harriot, 


| La. Ha. Why then I find this Mr. Trim is 4 
perfect General but T'le aſſure you, Sir, Te 


kouſe down, but you ſhould have brought Made 


moiſelle with you. 


of Ladies following a Camp, that I thought 1 


mor. 


» * 
* 
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gore diſcreet to leave her behind me : my ſucceſs 
2a will naturally touch her as much as if the were 
na bere. 
100 499 Ha. A good intellig t Arch fellow is; 
—_ 7 ide} But were not: you faying, my Lord, you 
bur I believed Lady Brumpton : en low hithet—if 
arch o, pray let me be gone; | 
or 0.88 Id. H. No Madam; muſt beſcech you our Lady- 
ſhip to Stay; for there are things alledg'd againſt | 
ber, whi yo Who have liy'd in the Family, 
may perhaps give li 1 — into, db which. 1 ban? 'S 
believe ev 'n ſhe coul be guilty o | | 
La. Har. Nays: my Lords: thar's Generous to a 
folly , for even for her Uſage of you, (without 
regard to my ſelf) I am 9x4 to believe; the 
yould do any thing that can come into the 
head of a Cloſe. ae Cruel, deſiguing 
ane 1 av f Y 25 EEE SS : 


* 1 4 
. * > E * 4 7 £ v CE 4 » 4 
3* E 9 X * 


Euer B * Fe 


42 Dy 8 


5 My Pk 8 8 below... 5 
La. Hal Il zun then. ee 
Cam. No, no, ſtand your Ground; yo a 
Souldiour's Wife! Come we'll rally her to death. 
Id. Har. Prethee entertain het a little, while * 
o in for a Moment's thought. on this WE 
F Exit. 
La. H. She has more Wit 1 us bot. 
Cam. Plhaw., no matter for that. Be ſure as- 
bon as the Sentence is out of my mouth, to 
Cap in with ſomething elſe, and laugh at all 1 
7; I'll be gratefyl and Puff my ſelf at my pretty 
Witty Wiſe, We'll fall in Nap upon her, 
be than's Bye aim e B.A Word, 88 


bf Way. k v 19 uw tt 
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BEE bu. Lady Brompron, | : 


0 my L Lady Brampton „ Your” 1h s mo 77 

| obediont - Servant ': | this is my Lady Haaf“ 
Campley Why; 9 * Madam 2 your Ladyſhip is im- ae i 
mediately in your mourning — nay as you bar c 
more Wit than any body, fo what ſeldome Wiz roll 
Hate, you have more ptudence too. Other WI not 
dows have nothing in a readineſs but a Second Lad) 
Husband : But Jeu Tee had you "oy Weeds, & W 
dreſs lying 155 70u. with 
© Ta. H. Madam; 1 ſee: your Ladyſhip isof Do 5 
the Order ws Widowhood for 9 87 have put on tb tens 
Habit, n Wh. 
i. Iſee your Ladythip i is not of the Profeſſion your 
of Virginity , „ for you have loſt the look on't. in t 
Cam. You are in the Habit — That was 6M vha 
pretty, nay without Flattery Lady Harriote Jen kite Land 
a great deal of Wit, ha! ha! ha! ha, 


La. H. No, my Lady Brumpton here is the Woman Ml C 
of Wit; but indeed the bas bur little enough, con- Man 
ſi dering how much her ONO has to defend, ha! 
ta! a! . 

Mi. Tam Gris Madam , your Ladyſhip has no 
her s ſufficient for your Occaſions , or that this Id 
pretty Gentleman can't ſupply em tegie mucl 
Danceing about and Trolling ] ſhort 
He day! I find, Sir, your heels are a great I Hasb 
help to your. bead: 1 hey relieve your Wit 1 fee; M the 
and I don't Queſtion bur ere now They have been Wi 
as kind to your” Valour : ha! ha! Tr 

Cam. Pox I can ſay nothing; tis always thus Corp 
with your Endeavonrers to be Witty [aſide] I fav fl 14 

Madam your Mouch go, but there Todd be no- Vie 
thing offer d in anſwer to what my Lady Harri B high 


| laid: — Twas home — Twas cutting TY Moti 
5. ; 


4a 


= 


E 4. L 2 2 PE. 


Ia. Ha. Oh Mr. Cam 17 But Pray, 2 
has Mr., Cabinet Viſited your. Lad err ſince this 
ſcalamity ? How ftands thaw affair now 

i Nay Madam, if you already 1 
lll acquaint you how the World ſtands, üf you 


Cam. And all the Tune the Pi ers Play'd Wa 
Toll-toll-doxol —T. ſwear Lady Harriote Werd 1 
not already ek 8 I could, have CY rnd; N 
„ 


Mi. come 5 hs Folks 1 Es we 4. i 


Do you boatd'tny Lord „ or, He you 2, come come 
ten Shillings 4 head will go a e Way. in a Family. 
What do you. ſay Mrs. e Ape lo ? Does 
jour Ladiſhip. g To Market jou elf? Nay you'te 
II the 8 85 of N you imagine 
s Of what makes my Lord ſtay He is not with his 
| have 5 5 not Sing Leaſes 1 -hope , ha , 
: , ha! 5 on 10 


Oman Cam: Hang her; to haye more. 1 


con- Man and 1 Wife too. 71 e | 6. 
3 hal 5 a 5 1 91¹ 24. | 
- e +47 1 Euer Tord h. Sh e 
8 not „ 


; 2 
1 Ss 
* 


t this Id. ang eaſy four Ladylhip i is 1 know 5 3 
ples I much Pain in Company you have injur d. II 
ſhort — open thoſe Doors — There lies your 


great I Hasband's , 1055 Father's Body — And by = | 
e 


Lee; che Man Accuſes you of e Rim 
been f 7. Of Poiſoning him. FG 


Truf. The Sympioms will appear. upon "the 


Corps,. 15; 


bigh Veins Convey d to me this Vial. 2. and 
Moon. * 


ur in Diſtreſs; but I fear decent. | 


with each orhi r— What, make you we here“: i 


Pp — 
— — —U[—— 


Id. Ha. But I am ſeiz'd by eo Sol | 
View A Breathleſs lamp, of Cla ay? — Him whoſe 


| I : 


** 


— EO I IE 
e ! , 


I am as Ex d and Motionleſs as he. 


Tech open the Coffin, out of Which jn n 


1 


—. C 

Art thou the gaſtly Shape my Mind had form'd! M 7 
Art thou the cold Inanimate — Bright Maid! 0 
Thou giveſt new higher Life to all around. ſee 


Whither dees Fancy fir'd with Love convey me? at) 
Whither Tranſported by my pleaſing Fury? L 
The Seaſon Vaniſhes A thy e. EA 
Tiis Morn, tis Spring- N 
* and Lillies ſtrow thy Flowery Way. you 
Why is my fair unnioy'd? My Heav'oly Fair; ¶ the 
Does ſhe but Smile at my Exalted Rapture? 


La. Sh. Oh! Sence of Praiſe to me unfelt before jou 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and Charm my attentive Eat bea 
How ſweet Applauſe is from an Honeſt Tongue. ver: 
Thou loveſt my Mind Haſt well Affection plac di banc 
In what, nor Time, nor Age, nor Cate, no ybi 
Pant can alter. — 1 vine 
Oh how I Joy in thee —— My Eternal Lever; T 
Immutable as the Object of thy Flame! but 
ILoe, I'm Proud, I Triumph that I Love. und, 
_ | Pure I approach Thee—Nor did I with emptylh 7 
' Georgeous Attire, or ſtudied Negligence; © (Shox bod, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, Allure thy Soul, Wine 
Nor want, nor fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it be 
Nor now with fond reluftance doubt to enter, Mhudg 
My Spacious, Bright Abode, this Gallant Heart. W— 
dee, ee 
I. Har. Ay Marry — Theſe are high doing I. 
indeed; the greatneſs of the occaſion has burſt thei bath 
Paſſion into Speech; Why Mr. Camptey, hen boh 


are near theſe fine Folks, you and I are, but mer 
Sweet Hearts. I proteſt —T'll never be won ſo 
you ſhall begin again with me. 1 
Can, Prethee, why delt Name us poor An 

| | | . e 


— 
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mals? They have forgot there are any ſuch Crea- 
utes as their old Acquaintance Tom. and Harriot. 
Lor. Har. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 
Cam. My Lord, I never thought to , Embra- 

| ſee the Minute wherein I ſhould rejoice, cing. 
me? at your forgetting me, but now 1 did heartily. 

La.Sh, Harriot ie. 

La. Har. Sharlot o 


: 


Wi. Sir, You're at the bottom of all this I ſee 

'ou're skill'd at cloſe Conveyances — I'll know 
ir; I the meaning inſtantly of theſe Intricacies; tis not 
5 that ſeeming Honeſty and Gravity ſhall ſave 
befote jou from your Deſerts — My Husband's 
ve Eat Death was ſudden — You and the Burial Fellow 
ove. vere obſerv'd very familiar — Produce my Hus- 
plac'd band's Body — Or I'll Try you for his Murder; 
>, noi which I find you'd put on me; thou Helliſn En- 

„ TS trader „„ 


4 
- 


. 2 Truſ. Look you ; Madam „I could anſwer you, 
but J ſcorn to reproach People in Miſery ms You're: 
: Mivdone Madam. V HE Þ LOGS INT 


Ni. What does the Dotard mean? Produce the 
body Villam, or the Law ſhall have F Truſty © | 
hine for it Do you deſign to let) Exit haſtily. 
he Villain eſcape? How juſtly did your Father 
judge ; that made You a Beggar with that Spirit : 
— You meant juſt now, you could not bear the 
7 of rhoſe you had injur e. 

Lor. Har. You are a Woman, Madam, and my 
father's * "Widow — but ſure you think you've 
CC | 

[Here my Lord and Truſty half enter and obſerve. 
M. No, Sit, I have not, will not Injure you 
= I muſt-,Obey the Will of my Deceas'd Lord to 
i Tittle=— I muſt juſtly pay Legacies. Your Father, 
vn Conſideration that you were his Blood, would 
dot wholly Alienate you == He left you Sit, this 

or 7 oe Shillingz 


* 


— 
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yl 
Shilling; with which Eſtace _ now are Eu 1 
ji e 1 22 
Lor. Har. Inſolent Woman! It was de me m7 . 
esd Father Diſinherited; twas him you repre. - 
ferred. The Guilt was thine , be did an : AQ of be⸗ 
Juſtice. OA dA e | Hol 
10 
Lord Brampton emering with Trafty. 5 r 
| me 
Lor. Bray. Oh unparallel 'd Goodneſs! + 0 
[ Tattleaid and Mademoiſelle at the other Dov 800 
entring. | 
Truſ. Oh Tattleaid — and our Hour i is come. 
Mi. What do I ſee 2. my Land, MF Maſter, 
my. Husband Ling! Cc 
Lor. Brum. | Turning from ber , running 10 bi Son. then 
Oh my Boy, my Son — Mr. Campley — Sharlot Tr 
— Harriot — [All Kneeling to him.] O my Child. WM”? 


ren — Oh, oh! Theſe Paſſions are too ſtrong for NM 
my old Frame — Oh the ſweet Torture My Son, I beat 
my Son! I ſhall expire in the too mighty Pleaſuue! 1 


my Boy! - have 
Lor. Har. A Son, an Heir „ a Bridegroom.i in one Ihm 
Hour! Oh! Grant me Heaven » Grant me Mode- he p. 
ration? lord 
. A Son, an Heir! Ar m1 negleed chen? levin 
| What, can my Lord Le, Yet Dead to me; p 4 


Only to me Deceas d, To me alone, 


Deaf to my 9 and Senſeleſs to my Moan, i} Where 


Lor, Brum. Tis ſo long fince I have ſeen Plays, ur 
good Madam „ that I know not whence thou doſt ber. 

cat , nor can I anſwer. A. 

Ih Bs can remember tho' a certain Serelement 6 

in. which I am on, Son and Heir Great No- Tt 


ble; that 1 ſuppoſe not taken from a Play, that's 
as irrevocable as 25 can make it; that if you 
en e Tout Neath. and Life are A =>" 


4 ; 
1 - 


gation made you incapable of ſettling on her your 
Wife. 2 | 3 . F 
ee — I would indeed diſengage my ſelf by any 
Honeſt Means, but alas I know no Prior Gift that 
zroids this to her — Oh my Child. L 
Truſ. Look you, Madam, I'll come again im- 


Cam. Truſty looks very Confident , there is ſome 


* 


good in that. | 


Fon.] then = 


My Lord, this Gentleman, ſince your ſappos'd 
Son, Death has lurk d about the Houſe , to ſpeak with 


him off for ever. Now as he was Erin about » 


one 
de» e peep'd into your Cloſer , where he ſaw your 
5 lordſhip Reading ſtruck with horrour, and be- 
lering himſelf (as well he might) the Diſturber 
: of your Ghoſt, for Alienation of your' Fortune 
tom your Family , he writ me this Letter, 
wherein he acknowledges a Private Marriage 
7 mg this Lady, half a Year before you ever law © 
ſt er. CTY . * 5 ea „ 1 
: All. How! f Al turn upon her diſdainfully. 
ent . 060 | Sherecovering from her Confuſion, 
bo Wi. No more a Widow then, but {til} a Wife; 
sam thy Wife — Thou Author of my Evil. 
ou „ „ Thou 
Or 


Oc Tl ſtill wear my Mourning cauſe you're Li- 
Truf, Value her not, my Lord, a Prior Obli- 


Lor. Brum. Thy Kindneſs, Truſty , does diſtract. 


nediately == Be not troubled my dear Lords, ¶ Exit. 


Truſ. Hold, Sir, you muſt not ſtir , for can 
nil. pon, Sir, retract this for your Hand- writing. 


my Lady or Tuttleaid, who upon your Deceaſe 
have ſhun'd him, in hopes, I ſuppoſe, to buy 


* 


7 Lads . : : — 
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Thou muſt partake with me an homely Boatd, et n 
An homely Board that never ſhall be Chearful; Mhitti 
But every Meal embitter'd with Upbraidings. | 
Thou that could'ſt tell me, good and I'll were Word und 
When thou coul'dſt baſely let me to another, 
Yer could'ſt fee Sprights ; great Unbeliever ! 
Coward ! Bugg bear'd Penitent , _ 
Stranger henceforth to all-my Joys, my Joys 
To thy Dithonour ; Deſpicable Thing, | 
Diſhonour thee! Thou Voluntary Cuckold. I he 
ib Cabinet Sneaks of > Widow Flings after hin Mor! 
N Ia ttleaid Following, Mhyith 
Lor. Brum I ſee you're all confus'd as well as Wi, ; 
'—Yee are my Children — I hold you all ſo; Au 
for your own uſe will ſpeak plainly to you. ro o 
cannot hate that Woman; Nor thall the ever wan onſ 
Tho I-ſcorn to beat her injuries — Yer ſhould Nrrom 
ne're been rous'd from that low Paſſion to Naos 
Worthleſs Creature, but by diſdain of her attem 
on my Friend's Child. I am glad that Scory 
confirm'd by her being that Fellow's — who cat 
for my own fake I only will contemn. Th 
Truſty 5 ſhall we 3 with equal Praiſ or v 
and Thanks, for this great Revolution in 0 
„ Wo one fs „ 
JT. Never to ſpeak on't more my Lord. 
Lor. Brum, Lou are now Gentlemen going int our 
Cares, at a Criſis in your Countr 7. ˖ 
And on this great Occaſion Tom — I'll mount Miwhi! 
Old Campley which thy Father gave me, ot 
And attend thee , a chearful gay old Man, to di 
Into the Field co repreſent our County, 
My rough Plebeian Britains not yet Slaves 
J To France, ſhall mount thy Father's Sonn M 
Upon their Shoulders. Eccho Loud their Joy Mot v 
While I and Truſty follow Weeping after; 
But be thou Honeſt, Firm, Impartialz . | , We 7 


4 i 


{ 


Crimes. 


\ : 


ren thy Faules 'gainſt Law,, behind the 
is hog KAT ES 2 


learn a ſupererogatory 
Morality. . 5 
s he 1s, to be juſt, be Generous thou. 


| Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be ſtruck, 

wing wich Sounds and Appellations; Title is 
Il as e more, if not ſiguiſicant e 
3 Auf ſomething that's Superiour in thy ſelf, 


o other Men; of which thou may'ſt be 

t wanton ſcious yet not Proud. But if you ſwerve 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd Poſſeſs, 
Wow they that call thee Honourable, mock thee 
ou are to be a Peer, by Birth a Judge 5 
pon your Honour, of other's Lives and Fortunes: 
Wiccauſe that Houour's dearer than your own. 

de good my Son, and be a Worthy, Lord: 
For when our Shineing Virtues bleſs Mankind, 
We Diſappoint the livid Malecontents, _ 
Who long to call our Noble Order Uſeleſs. 

Our All's in Danger, Sirs, nor ſhall you dally 
Your Youth away with your fine Wives: 


While feeble we, with minds reſign'd, do wait ir. 


uch things are, I had like to have been a fatal 


luſtance. 5 
* Cam. But my Lord here are a Couple that need 
OJ 

een extremely mov'd and muſt be tir'd. You fay 
de muſt not ſpend our time in Daliance ; you'll 


* 
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gr neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 
jſtioguiſh Words from Things, and Men from | 


yndtual be thou in Payments, nor baſely S 


f Ld. Hardy.) But thou againſt my Death, muſt 


No in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet Death 3 


Not but I intend your Nuptials, as ſoon as poſſible 
o draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſſaryß 


ot wait ſuch Ceremonies Pleaſe but to fit: You've 


„„ 


TE \ 
— 4 


ſee, my Lord, the Entertainment reminds us al 


Wedding, I'll Complement the General wit, 


1 — 
8 — 

7 2 — — — 

ä — 
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of Nobſer things; and what I deſign d for my om 


The Bride Dances finely == Trim will you Danc 
with her? „ | 3 
Trim. I will, but I can't There's a Country. 
man of her's without by Accident. EY a 

Cam. Ay but is he a Dancer: . 
Trim. Is a Frenchman a Dancer? is a Welſhmanz 

Gentleman? I'll bring him in. 5 
[Here à Dance and the following Sanz, 


Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
N Vonder Bed ſupinely lad, 


\ Behold thy Lov'd Expecting Maid, 
In Tremor Bluſhes , half in Tears, 7 
Auch, much ſhe Wiſhes , more ſhe fears. 
Tae, take ber to thy Faithful Arms, 
Hymen beſtows thee all her Charms, 
5 „„ / r / wh 
; Heav'n to thee Begueaths the Fair yol 
To raiſe thy Foy , and lull thy Care. of 
: Heav'n made Grief , if Mutual, ceaſe, tur 
But Jay, divided, te encreaſQ. Let 
To Mourn with her exceeds delight, of 
 Parkneſ with her, the Joys of Light. are 
| Mu 
ö An 
= | En 
| I. Elf 
2 An 
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A Riſe : ariſe great Dead for Arms renown'd, 
Rſſe from your Urns, and ſave your Dying ſtory: 
Your Deeds will be in Dark Oblivion Drown d, 
Tor Mighty William Seizes al your Gl y. 
5 8 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet Sounds, 
Again Britannia Bleeds; . 

To Glorious Death, or comely Wounds, © 
Her Godlike Monarch Leads. | 


Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you Owe , 1 
Celeſtial Minds from Clay untye, 1 . 
Let Coward Spirits dwell below, | „„ 

And only give the Brave 10 Die. „ 
Lor. Brum. Now Gentlemen let the Miſeries 
which I have but miraculouſly Eſcap'd, admoniſh - 
you to have always inclinations proper for the Stage 
of Life you're in. Don't follow Loye when Na- 
ture ſeeks but Eaſe: Otherwiſe you'll fall into a 
Lethargy , to your Diſhonour , when warm Purſuirs 
of Glory are oyer with you; For Fame and Reſt. 
are 'utter Oppoſites. | „„ 
You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with ee HOOP 5 


And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 


Employ the Moments of Declining Age: 

I. Elf Boys will in your Prefence loſe their Fear, 

And laugh at the Grey- head they ſhould revere. 
„„ n 


— 


Spoken by Lord HARD TL. 


ove, Hope and Fear, Deſire, Averſion, Rage, Þ. 
| Al that can move the Soul, or can aſſwage,  S 
Are drawn in Miniature of Life the Stage. 
Here you can View your Selves, and here is ſhown 
| To what you're born, in Sufferings not your own, * 
The Stage to Wiſdom's no Famaſtickh Way , 
Athens her [elf learn t Virtue at a Play. 
Our Author me to night a Souldier dre: 
But faintly Writ what warmly you pur ſue. 
Jo his great purpoſe , bad he Equal Fire 
He'd not aim to pleaſe only, but inſpire, _ 
. He'd ſing , what hovering Fate attends our Iſte; 
And from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toil _ 
Full time 5 Earth to a new Deciſion bring; 
While William gives the Roman Eagle Wings. 
With Arts and Arms ſhall Brittain Tamely end, 
Which naked Picts ſo bravely could Defend» 
The Painted Heroes on th' Invaders preſl, 
And thinktheir Wounds Addition to their Dreß. 
In Younger Years we ve been with Conqueſt Bleſt, 


, 


\ 


* 


And Paris has the Brittiſh Yoke conſeſ d;; 
I'ft then in England, in loſt Englapd uw, 
Her Kings are nam d from a Re voſted Throne. 
But we fend Youno Examplei nee, 
In Imitation of your ſelves proceed 
- Tis you your Country's Honour muſt ſecure, _ 
Be all your Action: Worthy of Natyure. 
; With. Gentle Fires your Gallantry 5 5 $f 

Courage is Brutal if untouch*d'with Love. 

If ſoon our utmoſt Bravery's not diſplay d, 
Thin that Bright Circle muſt be Captives made. 
| Let Thoughts of [aving them our Toils beguile 4, | - © 

eAnd they Reward our Labours with a File: I, 


8 2 
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